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Hax no Deſign in this De- 
cd ication, but to expreſs my 
Gratitude, for the Pleaſure 
and Advantage I have received 
from your Poem on the LAST JUDG- 
MENT, and the Paraphraſe on Part of the 
Book of JOB. 


T HE Author of theſe Letters is above 
any View of Intereſt, and can have no 
Proſpect of Reputation, reſolving to be 
concealed: But if they prove a ſerious 


. A 2 Enter- 


DEDICATION: 
Entertainment to Perſons whoſe leiſure 
Hours are not always innocently em- 


ployed, the End is fully anſwered. : 


THe greateſt Infidel muſt own, there 
is at leaſt as much Probability in this 
Scheme, as in that of the Fairy 
TALEs, which however Viſionary, are 
ſome of them Moral, and Entertaining. 


I am, 
81 R, 
Your moſt humble 


Servant, G c 


THE 


PRE FAG 


E Drift of theſe Letters is, 
OY 0 impreſs the Notion of the 
Ne A Soul's Immortality ; without. 

which, all Virtue and Religion, 
with their Temporal and Eternal good Conſe- 


quences, muſt fall to the Ground. 


Some who pretend to have no Scruples 
about the Being of a GOD, have yet their 
Doubts about their un Eternal Exiſtence, 
though valuable Authors abound in Chriſti- 
an, and Moral Proofs of it. 


But fince no Means ſhould be left un- 
attempted in 4 Point of ſuch Importance, I 


The PREFACE. 
hope endeavouring to make the Mind fami- 
har, with the Thoughts of our Future Exiſt- 


' ence, and contraltl, as it were, unawares, 
an Habitual Perſuaſion of it, by Writings 


built on that Foundation, and addreſſed to 


the Afﬀettions and Imagination, will not be 
thought improper, either as a Dottrine, or 
Amuſement; Amuſement, for which the 
World makes by far the largeſt Demand, and 
which generally ſpeaking, is nothing but an 


Art of forgetting that Immortality, the firm 


Behef, and advantageous Contemplation of 
which, this Amuſement would recummend. 
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LETTERS 


FROM THE 


D Ap to the Livins. 


ll. eee 


To the Earl of R, from Mr. ——, who 
had promiſed to appear to him after his Death. 


HIS will find you, my Lord, 
confirmed in your Infidelity, by 
your late Diſappointment, It 
was not in my Power to give you 
the Evidence of a future State, 

which you deſired, and that I 

had raſhly promiſed ; but ſince 
this Engagement was a Secret to every Mortal, 
but ourſelves, you muſt be aſſured that this comes 
from your deceaſed Friend, whoſe Friendſhip you 

ſee has reached beyond the Grave. a 

N 


2 n 
In my laſt Sickneſs, we fixed on the Time 


and Place of my Appearance; you was punctual 


to the Appointment : For tho' I was not per- 
mitted to make myſelf viſible, I had the Curio- 
ſity to know if you had the Reſolution to attend 
the Solemnity of a Viſit from the Dead. The 
Hour was come, the Clock from a neighbouring 
Stceple ſtruck One, no human Voice was heard 
to break the awful Silence, the Moon and Stars 
ſhone clear in their Midnight Splendor, and 
glimmered through the Trees, which in lofty 
Rows led to the Centre of a Grove, where I was 
engaged to mect you. 

I s aw you enter the Walks, with a carcleſs 
incredulous Air, not the leaſt Concern or Ex- 
pectation appeared in your Looks, as it you came 


there only in regard to your own Word, and a 


ſort of reſpect to my Memory: However, the 
Calmneſs of the Night induced you to walk till 
the Morning began to break, when you retired, 
ſinging an idle Song, you had got out of the 
Fairy Tales. By the Gayety of your Temper 
you ſeem'd pleas'd, my Lord, with a new Proof 


againſt a Future Life, and happy to find your- 


ſelf (as you concluded) on a level with the Beaſts 


that periſh. A glorious Advantage! and worthy 


of your Triumph. 


Bur wc have ſo often diſcourſed on this Sub- | 


ject, that I would not tire you with the Repetiti- 
on of any thing paſt; only once more to make 
way to your Reaſon, by moving your Paſſions, 
in recollecting the Manner of your Brother's 


Death, 
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from the Dead to the Living. 3 
Death, which was all a Demonſtration of the 
I of the Soul; and to what Heights 
of Fortitude that Proſpect could raiſe the Heart 
of Man, at the Hour of Terror, and i in the 
. Jaws of Death. | 

Wir what a ready Compoſure did he en- 
dure the Violence of his Diſtemper! With what 
Conviction and full Aſſurance expect the 
Reward of his Picty! With what Calm- 
neſs, with what a graceful Refi ignation did 
he reccive the Sentence of Death, when, (at his 
Importunity) the Phyſicians told Mn there was 
no Hopes of his Recovery. 7. hen I have but 4 
few weary Steps, he replied, and the Journey of 
Life will be finiſhed. 

Tuts was not a time for Affectation, all Was 
open undiſſembled Goodneſs and a true Greatneſs 
of Mind: Nothing elſe could have ſupported 
him, when every Circumſtance of Life conſpired 
to allure him back to Life, to deepen the Shadows 
of the Grave, and make the King of Terrors 
more terrible, 

Tarxs was not, my Lord, among the Race 
of Men, a more lovely and e Perſon 
than your Brother; his Marriage was juſt con- 
cluded with the charming Cleora, he had Juſt fi- 
niſhed a noble Scat, and fine Gardens to receive 
her: When he was near Death, ſhe came at his 
Requeſt to take a laſt and ſad ve Angels 
might have ſorrow d to ſee Tears in the brighteſt 
Eyes on Earth, while her Tenderneſs for you 
would have diſguiſed ber Anguiſh. This, with 
the Sight of a fond young Siſter, fainting in her 

B 


Woman's 


„ Wir EA 


Woman s Arms; your aged Father ſitting near, 
ſilent and ſtupid with his Gricf. What could 


ſupport the Mind of Man in ſuch complicated 


Diſtreſs! The accompliſhed Youth, who had all 
that was. gentle and human in his Diſpoſition, 
muſt have betray'd ſome Weakneſs, it he had not 


been aſſiſted by a Power ſuperior to Nature. But 


Reaſon was clear and elevated, and his Words 


how equal, how ſtcady was his Mind ! how bc- 


coming, how, graceful his whole Behaviour! 


Never was the laſt, the cloſing part of Life, per- 
formed with more Decency and Grandeur. His 


were the very Language of n and ex- 


Cited at the ſame time, both Pity and Envy in 
thoſe that were near him. - 


Wuzx the cold Sweats hung on his Brows, 


and his Breath and Spcech fail'd, Joy ſtruggled 


through the Decay of Nature, and a heavenly Smile 


fat on "is Face; a Smile that at once compellV'd 


our Tears, and accus'd us of Weakneſs in them. 
Vo, my Lord, attended him to the laſt Mo- 


had much the Advantage of thoſe that ſaw no- 


4 


ment of Lite, and when I preſſed this Argument 
of a future State, you confeſs d, that though 
you thought Religion a Deluſion, it was the moſt 
agreeable Deluſion in the World, and the Men 


who flattered themſelves with thoſe gay Viſions, 


thing before them but a gloomy Uncertainty, or 
the dreadful Hope of an Annihilation. 

From this Uncertainty I was very ſollicitous 
to draw, you, while I was in a mortal State; but 


1 have now a more ardent Deſire to coivince you, 
though 
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though I cannot obtain the Permiſſion to give you 
that Evidence you requeſted : However, this 
Letter may ſatisfy you that I am in a State of 
Exiſtence; nor is an Apparition from the Dead 
a greater Miracle than a Variety of Objects that 
daily ſurround you, and owe the Loſs of their 
Effef, to your Familiarity with them. | 
HAI Minds in this ſuperior State are m 
concern'd for the Welfare of Mortals, and make 
a thouſand kind Viſits to their Friends; to whom, 
if the Laws of the immaterial Worlds did not 
forbid, it would be caſy to make themſelves vi- 
fible, by the Splendor of their own Vehicles, and 
the Command they have on the Powers of mate- 
rial Things, and the Organs of Sight : It often 
ſeems a Miracle to us that you do not perceive 
us; for we are not abſent from you by Places, 
but by te different Conditions of the States we 
are in. 
. Yov'LL find this in your Cloſet, and may 
be alſured it comes from 


Your conſtant 


And immortal Friend 


CLERIMONT. 
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LETTER II. 


o 


From a Gentleman who died at Conſtantinople, to 
his Friend in England, giving him an account 
of the manner of his Death. 


POUR not ncaring from mc, my 
Sec dcar Beville, has given you too 
WM: many diſmal Apprehenſions about 
SES the manner of my Death: And the 
Engagements of a generous Friend- 
ſhip, which are not extinguiſhed with the Breath 
of Life, obliges me to give you this Satisfaction. 
I MaDe a longer Stay at Confkantinople than 
I intended, and there it pleaſed Heaven that I 
ſhould reſign my Life, which for ſome Months 
gradually declined, but without any violent or- 
painful Diſorder, or indeed the leaſt Apprehen- 
ſion that my Diſtemper was fatal. But my Days 
were number'd, and when the deſtin'd Hour 
drew near, after a ſleepleſs Night, I roſe with 
the Sun, and as I had never been ſo ill as to con- 
tine myſclf, I ſought ſome Refreſhment in one of 
thoſe delicious Gardens that adorn the Shore of 
the Boſphorns. 
Ar rr a ſhort Walk I found my Spirits 
ſinking, and retiring to a Cypreſs Shade, I threw 


myſelf on a flow'ry Bank tor ſome Retreſhment + 
A 
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A gentle Slumber ſoon cloſed my Eyes, which 
was thrice broken by what I then thought an 
imaginary Call: The Voice perfectly reſembled 
the charming Ameria's, whoſe Death, you know, 
was the occaſion of my Travels. I was now per- 
ſectly awake, and liſtening to hear the gentle 
Summons again, but found I had. neither Strength 
to riſe, nor Power to call Aſſiſtance: An icy 
Coldneſs ſtop'd the Springs of Life, and after a 
little Struggle, my Spirit got unburthen'd of its 
Clay, the Curtain fell, and the inviſible World 
appcar d. The firſt gentle Spirit that welcom'd 
me to theſe new Regions, was the lovely Ame- 
ria; but how Dazling! how divinely Fair! Ex- 
taſy was in her Eyes, and inexpreſſible Pleaſure 
in every Smile! her Mein and Aſpect more ſoft 
and propitious than ever was feign'd by Poets of 
their Goddeſs of Beauty and Love : What was 
airy Fiction there, was here all tranſporting Reali- 
ty. With an inimitable Grace ſhe received me 
into her ætherial Chariot, which was ſparkling 
Saphire ſtudded with Gold: It roll'd with a 
ſpontancous Motion along the Heavenly Plains, 
and ſtop'd at the Morning Star, our deſtin'd Ha- 
bitation. But how ſhall I deſcribe this fair, this 
fragrant, this enchanting Land of Love! The 
delectable Vales and flow'ry Lawns, the Myrtle 
Shades and roſy Bowers, the bright Caſcades and 
chryſtal Rivulets rolling over orient Pearls and 
Sands of Gold: Here they ſpread their ſilent 
Waves into broad tranſparent Lakes, ſmooth as 
the Face of Heaven; and there they break with 
rapid 
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rapid Force through arching Rocks of Diamond 
and Purple Amethiſt. Plants of immortal Ver- 
dure creep up the ſparkling Clifts, and adorn the 
Proſpect with unſpeakable Variety. 

On my Beville, could I lead you through the 
luxurious Bowers and ſoft Receſſes where Plea- 
ſure keeps its eternal Feſtivals, and revels with 
guiltleſs and unmoleſted Freedom ! Whatever 
can raiſe Deſire, whatever can give Delight, what- 
ever can ſatisfy the Soul in all the boundleſs Ca- 
pacities of Joy is found here! Every With is 
repleniſh'd with full Draughts of vital Pleaſure, 
ſuch us elevate angelick Minds, and gratify the 
nobleſt Faculties of immortal Spirits. Oh Be- 
ville / my Almeria is as much ſuperior to her for- 
mer ſelt here, as I thought her ſuperior to the 


reſt of her Sex upon Earth. 
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LETTER II. 


To the Counteſs of , from her only Son, who 
died when he was two Tears old. 
POUR Grief is an Allay to my 

3. | } Happineſs. The only Sentiment my 
Infant State was conſcious of, was a 
KFondneſs for you, which was then 
pure Inſtinct and natural Sympathy, 
but is now Gratitude and filial Affection. As 
ſoon as my Spirit was releas'd from its uneaſy 
Confinement, I found myſelf an active and rea- 
ſonable Being. I was tranſported at the Advan- 
tage and ſuperior manner of my Exiſtence. The 
firſt Reflection I made was on my lovely Bene- 
factor, for I knew you in that Relation in my in- 
fant State: But I was ſurprized to ſee you weep- 
ing over the little breathleſs Form from which I 
thought myſelf ſo happily deliver'd, as if you 
had lamented my Eſcape. The 'fair Proportion, 
the Agility, the Splendor of the new Vehicle, 
that my Spirit now inform'd, was fo bleſt an Ex- 
change, that I wonder'd at your Grief; for I 
was ſo little acquainted with the Difference of 
material and immaterial Bodies, that I thought 
myſelf as viſible to your Sight as you was to 
mine. I was exceedingly moved at your Tears, 
but was ignorant why, unleſs becauſe yours was 


10 e 
the moſt beautiful Face next my Guardian An- 
gel's, I had ever ſcen, and that you reſembled 
ſome of the gay Forms that uſcd to recreate my 
guiltleſs Slumbers, and ſmile on me in gentle 
Dreams. I was then ignorant of your maternal 
Relation to me, but remember'd that you had 
been my Refuge in all the little Diſtreſſes of 
which I had but a faint Notion. I left you un- 
willingly in the Height of your Calamity, to fol- 
low my radiant Guide to a Place of Tranquili- 
| ty and Joy, where I met thouſands of happy Spi- 
rits of my own Order, who informed me of the 
Hiſtory of my native World, for whoſe Inhabi- 
tants I have a peculiar rains, and can't 
help intereſting myſelf in their Welfare: But as 
I never diſcernd between Good and Evil, nor 
experienc'd the Motives that govern'd the Race 
of Men, I am, I confeſs, aſtoniſh'd at their Con- 
duct, and find their Joys and Sorrows to be all 
range and unaccountable. I have made Viſits to 
the lower World ſince my Deceaſe ; the firſt that 
I made was from a tender Curioſity to know if 
you was ſatisficd with the Diſpoſal of Heaven in 
my carly Fate; but I was ſurprized to find after 
ſeveral Months were paſt, your Grief oppreſs'd 
every Thought, and clouded all the Joys of your 
Life, which made me very inquiſitive into my 
own Hiſtory. I ask'd the Cæleſtial who was your 
Attendant, why I was ſo much lamented, and of 
what Conſequence my Life would have been to the 
Publick or my own Family, fince thoſe fair Eyes 
were yet drown'd in Tears for one that had made 


ſuch a ſhort and inſignificant Appearance below. 
As 
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As for the Publick, the 'gentle Miniſter told 
me there was a Hazard, I might have prov'd a 
Bleſſing or Curſe ; but that I was the only Hope 
of an illuſtrious Family, and Heir to a vaſt Eſtate 
and diſtinguiſh'd Title; and pointing to a Coat 
of Arms, told me That was the Badge of my 
Dignity, the noble Seat we had in view, with 
dhe Gardens, Fields, the Woods and Parks that 
ſurrounded it were all my cntail'd Poſſeſſion. 

A c00DLy Poſſeſſion! I reply'd, and proper 
for the four-tooted Animals that I beheld feeding 
on the verdant Paſture; but of what uſe theic 
Ficlds and Woods had been to one that had an 
immortal Spirit I cannot conceive: And for a 
Title, what Happineſs could an airy Syllable, an 
empty Sound, bring with it? "The Coat of Arms 
I took for ſuch a Toy, that if Burleſque had not 
been beneath the Dignity of an Angel, I ſhould 
have thought the mentioning it a Ridicule on 
mortal Men. I cannot conceive wherein the 
Charm, the Gratification of theſe things conſiſt. 
If I were poſſeſſed of the whole carthly Globe, 
what uſe could I make of this groſs Element» 
the Dregs of the Creation ? I have no dependance 
on Water, or Fire, or Earth, or Air. Tis un- 
intelligible to me, that Hills and Vallies, Trees 
and Rivers, the Mines and Caverns under their 
Feet, any more than the Clonds that fly over 
their Heads, ſhould be the wealth of reaſonable 
Creatures. They may kcep their Poſſeſſions un- 
envy'd by me: I am glad I did not live long 
enough to make ſo wrong a Judgment, nor to 
| C ac- 
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acquire a Reliſh for ſuch low Enjoyments. I am 
ſo little concern'd for the Loſs of ſuch an Inhe- 
ritance, that if the black Prince of the airy Re- 
gions claim'd my Sharc, I would not diſpute his 
Title, tho' he is my Averſion, and your Foe. 
So ſuperior, Madam, arc my preſcnt Circum- 
ſtances, to that of the greateſt Monarch under 
the Sun, that all carthly Grandeur is Pageantry 
and Farce, comparcd to the real, the innate Dig- 
nity which I now poſſeſs, I am advanced to ce- 
leſtial Glory, and triumph in the Heights of im- 
mortal Life and Plcaſure, whence Pity falls on the 
Kings of the Harth. 

Ir you could conccive my Happineſs, inſtead 
of the mournful Solemnity with which you in- 
terr'd me, you would have celebrated my Fune- 
ral Ritcs with Songs, and Feſtivals: Inſtead of 
the thoughtleſs thing you lately ſmiled on and 

_ carcſs'd, I am now in the Perfection of my Being, 
in the Elevation of Reaſon ; Inſtead of a little 
Extent of Land, and the Propricty of ſo much 
Space to breathe in, I tread the ſtarry Pavement, 
make the Circuit of the Skies, and breathe the 
Air of Paradiſe. I am ſecure of eternal Duration, 
and independent but on the Almighty, whom I 
love and adorc, as the Fountain of my Being and 
Bleſſedneſs. | | 

Pax DON me, Madam, 'tis you now ſeem the 
Infant, and I repay you that ſuperior Regard 
and Tenderneſs which you lately beſtow d on me. 


NARCISSUS. 
L E T. 
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To my Lord ****, from a young Lady who was in 
a Convent in Florence. 


= Y Lord, finding Materials in your 
Cloſet, I took the Opportunity of 
your Abſence to give you this In- 
telligence of my Death: The Hand 
will convince you that it comes from 
your once loved Erhelinda. 

I L1v'D but a few Weeks after you left Italy, 
ſuch was the Exceſs of my Grict, tho' a ſtrict 
Modeſty ſtill forced me to conceal my unhappy 
Paſſion from the moſt intimate Companion I had, 
Aſter I had diſcover'd it to you, I durſt confeſs 
the guilty Secret to none but the compaſſionate 
and forgiving Powers above, who aſſiſted my 
Weakneſs, and confirm'd my Reſolution never to 
comply with any of thoſe Schemes you propoſed 
to free me from my Confinement. You had in- 
deed convinc'd me that the Vows I had made 
were raſh and uncommanded ; but oh! 'twas 
paſt ; Saints and Angels heard it, the all-ſccing 
Skies were invoked to witneſs the chaſte Engage- 
ment; 'twas ſeal d above, and enter'd in the Re- 
cords of Heaven. Thus hopeleſs was my Paſſion, 

C 2 | Perjury 
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Perjury and Sacriledge ſtood in all their Horrors 
beſore me, Ruin and eternal Perdition were be- 
tyixt us: And yet that I loved you, my Lord, 
I had too oſten ſubſcribed to that ſoft Confeſſion 
to leave you any doubt of it; nor was the tender 
Frailty without Excuſe, if all the Merit Man 
could boaſt, it every Grace that Nature could 
give or gentle Art improve deſerved Diſtinction, 
it had been a Crime to have been inſenſible in any 
Circumſtance but mine. Strange Circumſtance ! 
that could make it Vertue to look coldly on you. 
Tux was the Emphaſis of my Miſery, mine 
was a Heart devoted to ſuperior Ardours, and 
facred to Heaven alone; that Heaven which 1s 
my impartial Judge and Witneſs how ſincerely 
I ſtrove to blot you from my Soul. But neither 
Reaſon, nor the niceſt Senſe of Honour, nor 
even Devotion could aſſiſt me; till you return'd 
on my Imagination triumphant in all your Charms, 
Hopcleſs of the Conqueſt, I gave myſelf up to 
Grict and Deſpair, reſolving never to attempt 
my Eſcape from the Holy Retreat to which my 
Vows had confined me, but rather to fall a Victim 
to the ſacred Names of Chaſtity and Truth. 
Heaven accepted the Sacrifice, and Death my 
kind Deliverer, at once releaſed me from Miſery 
and Mortality. The chryſtal Gates open'd a 
ſpacious Entrance, and the bleſt Immortals re- 
c:ived me to the Manſions of Life and Bliſs. 
WraTrver was feign'd of Ehyſian Fields 
and 1 Groves, 1s here without Deluſion ſur- 
paſs d: Theſc arc * Imperial Scats, the native 
Dominions 
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Dominions of Love: Here his holy Torch flames 
out with propitious Splendor, and his golden 
Shafts are dip'd in immortal Joys. Here are no 
Vows that tear us from our Wiſhes, no Conflict 
betwixt Paſſion and Virtue ; what we like we ad- 
mire, what we admire we enjoy, nor is it more 
our Happineſs than Commendation fo to do. 

THrar unhappy Paſſion which was my Tor- 
ment and Crime is now my Glory and my Boaſt. 
Nothing ſelfiſh or irregular, nothing that needs 
Reſtraint or Diſguiſe mingles with the noble Ar- 
dour. Tis all calm and beneficent, becoming 
the Dignity of Reaſon, and the Grandeur of an 
immortal Mind, and is as laſting as its Efſence- 
When the Lamps of Heaven are quench'd, when 
the Sun has burnt out its Splendor, this Divine 
Principle ſhall ſhine with undiminiſh'd Luſtre, the 
Joy and Triumph of the Heavenly Nations : 
The Subſtance of Love, my Lord, dwells in 
| Heaven, its Shadow only is to be found upon 
Earth, 


ETHELINDA. 


0 U remember as we were on a clear 
Summer Evening gazing on the Beau- 
ty of the Stars, I promis'd, if you 
farvived me, to give you an account 
of the Planetary Worlds and thcir Inhabitants, 
J have not made half the Tour of the Skics, but 
will, if I can, deſcribe to you the lait of theſe 
Noveltics in which I entertain'd myſclt; "Twas 
in a Region immenſe Spaces diſtant from that 
Syſtem which is enlighten'd by your Sun, and 
created numberleſs Ages before the Foundations 


of the Earth were laid, and the Meaſure thereof 


deſcribed before the Day-ſpring knew its Place, 
and the Bounds of Darkncſs were determin'd. 
Before Man was form'd of the Ground, and the 


Almighty breath'd into him a living Soul; an un- 


meaſurable Duration before this, the unlimited 
Creator had made and peopled millions of glori- 
ous Worlds. The Inhabitants of this which TI 
am deſcribing, ſtood their Probation, and arc 
confirmed in their original Rectitude, but will 
never be admitted into the Empyrean Heaven, 
being uncapable of that ſupream Degree of Hap- 
pincls which Angels and the Spirits of juſt Men 

attain, 
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attain. However, they are exempt from all Evil, 
bleſt to the Height of their Faculties and Con- 
ceptions: and are priviledged with Immortality; 
their Reſidence may properly be call'd the en- 
chanted World: Whatever you have heard fabled 
of Fairy Scenes, of vocal Groves, and Palaces 
riſing to Magick Sounds, is all rcal here, and 
performed by the caſy and natural Operations of 
theſe active Spirits. ] have in an Inſtant ſeen Pa- 
laces aſcend to a majeſtic Height, ſparkling as 
the Stars, and tranſparent as the unclouded Ether. 
I might deſcribe them like the courtly Prophet ; 
Their Walls were fair Colours, their Foundation Sa- 
'phire, the Windows of Agate, aud the Gates of Care 
buncle. Their Materials here are all glittering 
and refined, not like the Earthly Globe, dark 
and heavy. Theſe /Etherials are the niceſt 
Judges of Symmetry and Proportion, and by the 
Diſpoſition of Light and Shade, and the Mixture 
of a thouſand dazling Colours form the moſt 
charming Proſpects : "They have ſuch a Command 
and Knowledge of the Powers of Nature, that 
in an inſtant they raiſe a variety of Hun Scenes, 
and carry the Perſpective thro' verdant Avenues 
and flow'ry Walks to an unmcaſurable Length; 
while living Fountains caſt up their ſilver Spouts, 
and form glittering Arches among the Trees, of 
Growth and Verdure not to be expreſſed, 

Tux arc acquainted with all the utmoſt 
 Myſterics of Sound, and arc poſſeſs'd with the 
very Soul of Harmony. Art is thcirs in all its 
changing Notcs, its Blandiſhments and Graces. 

Whatever 


>» 
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Whatever Nature can boaſt in her wild licentious 
Charms is govern'd by them. The winding 
Vales, the Streams and Groves breathe Muſick at 
their Command. The Nightingal and dying 
Swan ſeem to complain to gentle Zephirs whiſpe- 
ring through the "Trees, while a thouſand airy 
Songſters warble to the meaſured Fall of high 
Caſcades ; which by Intervals ſinking into a deep 
Silence, aſter a graceful Pauſe, ſhrill Recorders 
and ſilyer Trumpets ſound, while harmleſs Thun- 
ders roll above, and break with a glorious Solem- 


nity : Still the bliſsful Tempeſt riſes, and ſwells j 
the Mind to ſacred Grandeur and ſeraphic Ele- 


vation; till ſubdued and melted into Soſtneſs by 
the Melody of tuneful Reeds, warbling Lutes, 
and ſweet inchanting Voices, of the Lydian 
Strain. | 

Tux Language of this charming Region is 
perfectly muſical and elegant, and becoming the 
fair Inhabitants, who are freſn and roſy as the 
opening Morning, clear as the Meridian Light, 
and fragrant as the Breath of ſeſſamin or new- 
blown Roſes. How cxquilitcly proportion'd 
their Shapes! Their Aſpect how tranſporting ! 
How gentle, how charming beyond all the Race 
of Mortal Men! Never did the Eyc-lids of the 
Morning open on ſuch Perfection, never did the 
Sun ſince firſt it journcy'd through the Skies be- 
hold ſuch Beauty, nor can human Fancy in its 
moſt inſpired Flights conceive ſuch amiable Won. 
ders. Pcrhaps in all my Planctary Rambles I 


ſhall not be able to give you an account of any 
| | Objects 


J 
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Objects more ſurprizing. But while I am per- 
mitted, I ſhall continue my Intelligence to the 
moſt agreeable Friend I had on Earth; and be 
aſſured when you are releaſed from Mortality you 
will meet, in ſpight of diſtance of Time and 
Place, (thoſc mortal Foes to Love upon Earth) 


Your conſtant 
and unchang'd 


Junivs. 
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== Y dcar Siſter, tho' the Engagements 
of Nature are cancell'd, the ſuperi- 
or Obligations of Virtue remain in 
their full Force. You have been | 
faithful to my Memory, and the | 


ſtricteſt Rules of Picty, though it has proved of 
fatal Conſequence to the unhappy Man who was 
lately my Husband, and by that Relation a Bro- 
ther to you. With inward Grief and Compaſ- 
fon I ſaw the guilty Inclination, but never ut- 
ter'd the leaſt Complaint, nor gave him one un- 
eaſy Moment. I knew your Mind as faultleſs as 
your Form, and ſaw you govern'd in all your 
Conduct by conſcious Honour and unblemiſh'd 
Vertue: Envy itſelf could not have reproach'd 
you with the leaſt Deviation from Modeſty, and 
Truth; nor was the Promiſe I would have ex- 
torted from the guilty Youth on my Death-bed, 

the Effet of Jcalouſy, but a kind Deſi ign to re= 
claim him, and free you from his Importunity, 

it I could have engaged him, as I deſfir'd, not to 
converſe with you after my Deceaſe ; but he was 
ſinccre enough to retuſe me, and as ſoon as a ſlight 
Formality Lould ſufler him, he purſucd his in- 


ceſt uous 
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ceſtuous Paſſion. Vour obſtinate Repulſes have 
at laſt the tragical Effect I expected. From the 
moment that he heard the Day of your Marri- 
age with the illuſtrious Montandre was ſet, he re- 
ſolved on the unnatural Fact; and never was 
Sclt-murder performed in a more calm and deli- 
berate manner: He ſpent part of the Evening 
with two of his Friends, Men of Wit and 
Learning : His Diſcourſe with them was all in- 
tended to prove the Right a Man has to diſpoſe 
of his Life, and put an end to his Being, when 
it was rather his Burthen than Happineſs. He 
return'd to his Houſe in a more carly Hour than 
uſual, and retiring to his Chamber, call'd for a 
young and only Daughter that I had left him; 
taking her in his Arms, while the lovely Infant 
ſmil'd on him, Tears drop'd from his Eyes: 
When he would have bleſs'd it, the unbelieving 
Prayer faulter'd on his 'Tongue ; and delivering 
the Child to its Nurſe, he order'd his Servants 
to deny him to all Company. As ſoon as he was 
alone, he wrote that moving Letter, which you 
recciv'd : When he had finiſh'd and ſeal'd it, he 
took a Lucretius from the Table, and read and 
paus'd by Intervals; at laſt, looking on his 
Watch, juſt at Two he faſten'd his Chamber 
Door, and drew his Sword, repeating the follow- 
ing Lines, which I with had never been writ, as 
I aſſure you does the Author of them too. 


—— Here's a quick Relief 
To all thy vain, imaginary Grief : 
D 2 Tor 
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For thou ſbalt fleep, and never wake again, 
And quitting Life, ſbalt quit thy living Pain, 
The worſt that can befall thee, meaſur'd right, 
Is a found Slumber, and a long Good-night. 


Then directing the Point exactly at his Heart 
he fell on his Sword, and immediately expired ; 
and left a tender Orphan friendleſs and expos'd. 
TuIs is the Motive of my writing to you, 
that you would take the Charge of her Educati= | 
on, and protect her infant Innocence. Be ſure | 
to perform this generous Office, as you would 
proſper, and be yourſelf protected in any of the 
Calamities of human Life. By deſiring you to 
make all poſſible Proviſion for her Happineſs, I 
preſent you with an Opportunity of promoting 


your on. 


AMANDA. 


from the Dead to the Living. 23 


AC FE ANG Ar” 


<Q 


LETT EX 


— 


Y dcar Emilia, twill be impoſlible for 
me to give you the Intelligence I pro- 
mis'd from the inviſible Regions, un- 
leſs I could tranſlate the Language of 

Paradiſe into that of Mortals: For here arc a 

thouſand Beautics un- revcal'd, and a thouſand 

Delights un-nam'd among the Race of Men. 

We drink at the Fountain-hcad of Happineſs, 

and bathe in the Rivers of immortal Pleaſure : 

The ſprightly Hours dance along, crowned 

with Love and un-utterable Extaſy. 

You were witneſs to my dying Agony, I ſaw 
your laſt kind Tears, and gave up my Breath in 
your Arms. But how chang'd was the Scene in 
a Moment, from the Gloom and Horror of a 
Death-bed, to the Smiles and Songs of Angels, 
who conducted me to the /Etherial Heights; a 
thouſand dazling Wonders met my view; the 
Heavens in Pomp unfolded their Glorics; the 
Paradiſe of Go bp open'd before me, in all its 
bliſsful and tranſporting Scenes; the happy 


Groves ſtood crown d with unfading Verdure 
the 


T 

the lucid Currents danc'd along, o'r Sands of 
Gold ; the charming Bowers diſplay'd their ever- 
blooming Pride, and breath'd Ambroſia ; a; the Pa- 
laces of the Heavenly Powers W's with ex- 
quiſite Magnificence, ſparkling far beyond all 
the Glorics of the lower Skies, and reſounded 
with the Voice of Feſtivity and Joy. 

Tur firſt gentle Spirit that welcomed me to 
theſe happy Manſions, was your charming Bro- 
ther, gay as a Cherubim, the heavenly Loves and 
| Graces triumph'd in all his Form, vital Pleaſure 

danc'd in his Eyes, Litc and Celeſtial Bloom fat 

ſmiling on his Face, a Wreath of unfading Flow- 
ers circled his Head, and a golden Lute was in 
his Hand, whoſe Harmony join'd to his melting 
Voice, far ſurpaſs'd all Deſcription. That ten- 
dcr, innocent Paſſion I had long conceiv'd for him, 
kindled at the firſt Interview, and has taken ctcr- 
nal poſſeſſion of my Soul. 

Bur how ſhall I make you ſenſible, of what 
an Angel's lowing Song, in all the Pomp of Hea- 
venly Harmony would not fully deſcribe. In 
what Figures of Celeſtial Eloquence, ſhall I re- 
late the Loves of Immortal Spirits; or tell you 
the Height, the Extent, the Fulncſs of their 
Bliſs! All the ſoft Engagements on Earth, the 
tender Sympathics, and the moſt holy Union that 
Nature knows, arc but faint Similitudes for the 
Sanctity and Grandcur of theſe Divine Enjoy- 
ments. Hope and languithing Expectation are 
no more, and all Dclirc is loft in full and compleat 
Fruition. 

Love 


f 
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Love reigns in eternal Triumph, here it go- 
verns every Heart, and dwells on every Tonguc. 


They tune their golden Harps to the great Name 
Of Love, immortal Love, their darling Theme. 
Ten thouſand Ecchoes thro' the lightſome Plains 
Repeat the clear, the ſweet melodious Strains. 
The Fields rejoice, the fragrant Groves around 
Bloſſom afreſb at their enchanting Sound : 

The Heav'n of Heav'ns from dazling heights above 
Returns the Name, and hails the Pow'r of Love. 


Bur oh! when the fair Face of Eternal Love 


unveils its original Glories, and appears in the 


Perfection of uncreated Beauty, how wondrous, 
how incffable the Viſion ! Fulneſs of Joy is in his 
Preſence, Rapture and inexprethble Extacy. The 
faireſt Scraph ſtops his Lute, and with a grace- 
ful Pauſc confeſſes the Subject too great for his 
moſt exalted Strain. How impetuouſly do the 
Streams of immortal Joy roll in, and enlarge the 
Faculties of every heavenly Mind! 

Vr ſacred Myſtcrics un-reveal'd to Men, Ye 
Glories un-prophan'd by mortal Eyes, forgive 
the bold Attempt that would deſcribe you ! — 
The only Deſcription that Mortals can receive 
of you is, that you are not to be deſcrib'd. 


DELIA. 


LF 
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HE N you had juſt made me happy, 
and rewarded the moſt tender Paſſion 
in the World with the Poſſeſſion of 
your Charms, I was compell'd to make 
a "Fan to Spain. 

You ſaw the inward Struggle of my Soul, 
and that I muſt ſuffer the Anguiſh of Death in 
leaving you, when you ſurpriz'd me with the un- 
expected generous Offer, to follow me through 
all the Dangers of the Scas. Charm'd with the 
Propoſal, I took you at your word, and raſhly 
ventur'd my darling Treaſure to the Hazards of 
a Voyage. I loſt my Life in your Defence againſt 
an Algerine Corſair. The Cauſe was juſt, and 
met with its Approbation in the Seats of Peace 

and Happineſs. For my own Lot, I could not 
wiſh it more advantageous, and for yours, ſuch 
| Vertue in Diſtreſs will be the peculiar Care of 
Heaven. The Barbarian that made you his Prize, 
treated you with an unaccuſtom'd Gentleneſs ; 
nor has the illuſtrious Baſſa, that ranſom'd you 
out of his Power at an immenſe Price, given you 


the leaſt Yeeahon of Ie In the Height 
of 
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of his Paſſion he has always obſery'd even the 
Sanctity of the Chriſtian Rules, and treated you 
with a Submiſſion very different from the Princi- 
ples and Cuſtoms of his Country, Though he 
has courted you to increaſe the Number of his 
Wives, he ſeems to have ſuch an abſolute Com- 
mand of himſelf, even in the Warmth of his 
youthful Deſires, that you need fear no Violence 
from the generous Infidel: But ſhould the worlt 
you imagine arrive, Heaven has a thouſand ways 
to protect your Innocence. Depend on that, 
and let not the Extravagance of your Grief per- 
ſuade you, that tis law ful to free yourſelf by the 
fatal Opiate which you keep for that Deſign. 
The heavenly Genii that attend you have made 4 
thouſand Impreſſions on your ſleeping Fancy to 
warn you from the deſperate Attempt. Some- 
times you have been led through the deſolate 
Shades where unhappy Ghoſts complain, the 
gloomy Caverns, the Abodes of eternal Hof- 
ror have been open'd to your View. Somes 
times the Rewards of Patience and conſtant Ver- 
tue have diſplay'd their Glories to your pleas'd 
Imagination, and by the ſoft inſpiring Whiſpers 
of celeſtial Beings, your reſtleſs Thoughts have 
been compos'd, while the Realms of Joy have un- 
folded their Delights in viſionary Proſpects to 
you. - By heavenly Scenes and gentle Slumbers 
your Griefs were calm'd, the Tempeſt of your 
Paſſions ſuſpended. Then quietly attend the 
Event, and the gentle Calicara will find a way to 


free you. Till Abubecar ſaw you, ſhe was his 
E darling 
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darling Slave, and as he is handſome to Admira- 
tion, ſhe loy'd and renounc'd the Chriſtian Faith 
for him; but ſtill the fair Apoſtate in her Heart 
adores the Name which her Tongue has deny'd, 
This, tho” you arc her Rival, fills her Soul with 
the ſoſteſt Compaſſion tor you, and makes her 
abhor the Lask that her inſolent Maſter has im- 
pos'd, of perſuading you to quit the Poſſeſſion of 
the Heavenly Truth, which is your Happineſs 
and Glory, But ſhe is ſo far from giving you 
that infernal Counſel, that ſhe has with Tears 
and Intrcatics perſuade you to die, rather than 
abandon your glorious Hopes and Title to Im- 
mortality. Nor will the reſt, *till ſhe has by 
ſome means or other ſecur'd you from Abubecar's 
Importunity ; of complying with which, ſhe has 
expcricnc'd the deluſive and bitter Conſequence. 

Your Coldneſs and Averſion, with the Af 
cendant her Wit and Vivacity has on his Tem- 
per, will ſoon recover the youthſul Wanderer, 
and reſtorc her to an abſolute Empire over him; 
and then you are ſecure of a guiltleſs Protection, 
till you can give your Friends in England Intel- 
ligence of your Circumſtances, who will ſoon 
pay your Ranſom; which no one can for Vertue 
loſt. 

' In the mean time, if you love my Memory, 
moderate the Exceſs of your Grict tor my Death, 
which however tragical it appcar'd, was glorious 
and happy for mc. I fell in the Ardour of a 
brave Action, in the Defence of your Beauty and 
Liberty, and my own Lite, The Wounds I re- 
ceiv'd 
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ceiv'd gave a free Paſſage to my Soul, which took 
its Flight with no other Regret, but that of 
parting with you, if it may be call'd a Separati- 
on, for I have been your conſtant Attendant in 
my inviſible State, your unſeen Companion in 
the beautiful Walks and Bowers where you fo 
trequently ſpend your Hours of Retirement, I 
ſhould with Pleaſure hear you repeat my Name, 
as I often do, and in the ſofteſt Language expreſs 
the Conſtancy of a vertuous Paſſion, could you 
reſtrain thoſe Floods of Tears, and be more re- 
ſign'd to the Will of Heaven. But let this aſ- 
ſure you, that I amin the Height of Happineſs, 
and when your own Life is finiſh'd, we ſhall meet 
to part no more; which Circumſtance, though 
you through your Partiality for me may too high- 
ly valuc, believe me, you will find it by much 
the ſmalleſt Bleſſing of this Place, 


AMINTOR. 


1 


To SYLVIA. 


ROM the fragrant Bowers, the 
| cvcr-blooming Fields, and light- 
ſome Regions of the Morning Star, 
| I wiſh Health, and every Bleſſing 
— to the charming S$j/via./ the Bleſ- 
fing of the Earth. | 
I nave aSccret to reveal to you, of the great- 
eſt Importance to your preſent and future Hap- 
pincſs, You are as much a Stranger to your own 
Rank and Circumſtances, as I was to mine, till 
I came here, where I met a fair Spirit, who in- 
form'd me, that when the was a Mortal, I was 


her Son, and not the Heir of the Earl of ***#, 
as was ſuppos'd; and that the Lord * is your 
own Brother. Tis neceſſary that you ſhould 
know and diſcover this to him, which will pre- 
vent that innocent Fondneſs, which he now in- 
dulges for you, from growing into a guilty 
Paſſion, | \ 
You have been educated only as a Depend- 
ant on the noble Family you arc in, and as a Com- 
panion 
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panion to the young Ladies, who are really your 
Siſters. The Myſtery is this: My Lord, your 
Father, had ſeveral Daughters ſucceſſively by ' 
the Counteſs your Mother, but no lawful Heir, 
which made him fond of a natural Son that he 
had by a Miſtreſs. His Affection for him was 
ſo extravagant, that he contrived to ſettle his 
Eſtate on him: This gave your Mother ſuch 
Anxicty, that her Jealouſy and Averſion to the 
Youth, put her on this raſh Deſign, when ſhe 
was with Child to exchange it, if it proved a 
Daughter. My Mother, who was married out 
of her Scrvice, and in whom ſhe could entirely 
confide, was with Child of me at the ſame time. 
Their time of Delivery was very near together; 
my Mother had a Son, and you prov'd a Daugh- 
ter. The Affair was manag'd with ſuch Dexteri- 
ty, that I was exchang'd, and paſs'd without 
Suſpicion for the Counteſs's Son, and you was re- 
cciv'd by my Mother, and was ſuppos'd to be 
her Daughter : But within a Year the Counteſs 
had really a Son, but ſhe dying as ſoon as ſhe 
was deliver'd, the Secret was undiſcoyer'd, 

I L1vD a guiltleſs Impoſtor till I was ten 
Years old, when a ſudden Decay wither'd my 
tender Bloom; but as TI had been bred in the 
ſtricteſt Notions of Picty and Truth, without 
any childiſh Prejudices or flaviſh Fears, I ex- 
peed my approaching End, whilit Death made 
his Advances arm'd with a golden headed Dart. 
I had no Notions of Miſery, all my Expectati- 
ons were bright, tho” imperfect, of ſome Para- 
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diſe beyond the Grave; and cloſing my Eyes, 
I fell aſlecp, and wak'd to immortal Life and 
Happineſs. All that was paſt look'd like a 
Dream, like an airy Image, of I know not what. 
Some Notion I had of a Gov, and my Depend- 
ence on him; but how different from the Illumi- 
nation that broke in on my Soul, the Moment it 
threw off its mortal Veil. Twas then I began 
to live and reflect: "Twas then I found myſelf 
a rational Being, and look d back with Contempt, 
on the inſignificant Part I had been acting. The 
Memory of my original Follics, the childiſh 
Baubles and Toys that had juſt before been my 
Diverſion, would have given me ſome Confuſion, 
it my Caſc had been ſingular ; but I met thou- 
ſands of gay Spirits newly releas'd, who had per- 
form'd their ſhort Task, and ſiniſh'd their trifling 
Farces of Lite; at the ſame time tranſported at 
their preſent ſuperior Circumſtances, they made 
the molt agreeable Reflections on their paſt State. 
What Grandeur, what Vivacity, what Enlarge- 
ment of their intellectual Powers! How ſpark- 
ling, how reſembling the Angels of Go their 
Forms! While a perfect Conſciouſneſs, and ex- 
a& Remembrance of what they were but a few 
Moments paſt, rais'd their Joy and Gratitude to 

the height, and recommended Heaven itſelf, 
Tnrxe was one Circumſtance in my carly 
Death, that makes me look on it as a peculiar 
Favour, in that I was removed by the juſt Dif- 
penſation of Heaven, from the Poſſeſſion of what 
is, in the ſtricteſt Equity, your Brother's Right. 
This 
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This Reflection, from a Principle of Juſtice and 
Truth, gave me an ineffable Satisfaction; ſince 
if I had liv'd, I had been the unhappy, tho' in- 
nocent Uſurper of a Rank and Inheritance, to 
which I had not the leaſt real Title. This, with 
2 thouſand other Advantages, makes me bleſs the 
Period that freed me from Mortality; that haps 
py Moment that deliver'd me from Ignorance 
and Vanity; from the Errors, the Guilt, the 
Miſcrics of human Lite ; of which, tho I had 
but little Experience, I am now. fully inform'd 
of the State of my Fellow Creatures, and with 
what Toil and Hazard a longer Courſe of Years 
had been attended. 

I KEMEMBER no Eogegameyt to the World, 
but my Affection for you; nor has Death effac'd 
the tender Impreſſion, but what was then a na- 
tural Sympathy, is now a rational Eſteem. I 
view with Pleaſure your growing Vertue, and 
frequent my native World for your ſake. 'There 
was ſomething perfectly engaging in the guiltleſs 
Sorrow you expreſſed in my Sickneſs; and when 
my Eyes were clos'd in Death, you would have 
watched the breathleſs Clay, in hopes to wake 
me from the fatal Slumbers again; nor could the 
gloomy Solemnity of a Room of State deter you 
from paying your Viſits to the ſilent Relicts. It 
any thing could have tempted me to wiſh myſelf 
a Mortal again, it would have been the tender 
Tears you ſhed for me. The only Intervals of 


human Lite I review with pleaſure, are the Hours 
5 
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I ſpent with you: This gentle Paſſion was the 
Stamp of Heaven on my Soul, the firſt ſoft Im- 
preſſion it receiv'd, and it gains new Encrgy in 
theſe happy Regions, of pure Beneficence and 
Love. This gives me a conſtant Sollicitude, 
while I ſec you on the Borders of ſuch a Temp- 
tation. You are yet perfectly guiltleſs, and have 
done nothing unbecoming the Sanctity of Na- 
ture, and the chaſt Affection of a Siſter for a 
Brother; but you arc on the very Limits of 
Danger, a Step farther, the leaſt Advance, in- 
volves you in Sin and Deſtruction. I know this 
Diſcovery will give you a ſecret Horror, and 
quench every kindling Deſire. The Purity of 
your Vertue will ſtart at the enchanting Error, 
that might have led you on to certain Perdition ; 
for young as you are, the contagious Spark is 
ready to kindle, and the lovely Boy appears more 
alluring. Your mutual Converſation, and the 
early Dawning of ſuperior Merit in both, en- 
dear'd you to each other, by ſuch Sentiments, 
as only noble and vertuous Minds experience. 
But as a more late Diſcovery might have been fa- 
tal to your Innocence and Peace, I impaticntly at- 

tended an Opportunity and Method to make you 
ſenſible of your Danger. I know, (tho' I have 

been dead four Years) you ſtill remember me, 
and I have often heard you name me, and 
ſeen you with delight gazing on my Picture; 
this made me reſolve to appear to you 
when I ſaw you. The firſt Opportunity that 
pleas d me, you were ſitting, gazing at your 
own 
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own Reflection, and ſticking Flowers in your 
Hair, to adorn it for your young Lover. I knew 
you had read of Fairies, and look d at painted 
Cupids with delight: In ſuch a Poetical Form I 
thought you would have heard my Story, and 
been plcas'd with my Figure. 


While youthful Splendor lighten'd in my Eyes, 
Clear as the ſmiling Glory of the Skies ; 
Sprinkled with radiant Gold, a Purple Hue 
My Wings diſplay'd, my Robe celeſtial Blue: 
More white than Flax my curling Treſſes flow'd, 
My dimpled Cheeks with roſy Beauty glow'd. 


I covLD not have belicy'd a Form more gay 
than thoſe that glitter'd on your Fan, could have 
diſcompos'd you; but to my Surprize, I ſaw you 
faint away, before I had begun to ſpeak to you. 
You ſoon recover'd from the Swoon, and return- 
ing to the Houſe, told a Story, which you found 
no body belicv'd; ſo wile is the Age in which 
you live, as not to be impos'd on. You eaſily 
perſuaded yourſelf 'twas no more than a Dream. 
However, I durſt attempt your Courage no more, 
but give you this important Information, this 
way ; which, if you ſhould not credit, you are 
undone. In this Admonition your Guardian An- 
gel joins with 

ALEXIS. 
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OUR Story of ſceing an Appa- 


rition in the Garden, I perceive 
has ſrighted your whole Fami- 
ly, and not a Mortal durſt ven- 
turc into the haunted Walk, as 


but your Brother, to in, [ have not the leaſt 
Intention to ſhew myſelf. *T'was only to you, 
my charming Leonora, the Viſit was deſign'd. I 
flatterd myſelf, your good Senſe and uncommon 
Preſence of Mind, would have guarded you from 
thoſe enable Fears. 

As I expected, the fine: Evening induc'd you 
to take your accuſtom'd Walk: The Sun was 
hardly ſet, when you cnter'd a long Avenue of 
Trees, that led to a green flow'ry Arch, which 
look'd on a Sylvan Palace; here I ſeated myſelf 
in a human, and as I thought, a very agrecablc 
Figure and Dreſs, and as much as poſſible, dif- 
guiling the Splendor of Immortality, J imitated 
my mortal Form, and ſo placed myſelt, that by 
ſecing me at a diſtance, you might come nearer 
without Surprizc, or retire if your Courage fail'd. 

As 


they call it, after the Sun ſets, 
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As ſoon as you perceiv'd me, you ftop'd in ſome 
Conſternation, and ſcem'd in ſuſpenſe, whether 


you ſhould go nearcr or make your Retreat, I 


durſt not riſe, nor make the leaſt Offer to follow, 
for fear you ſhould tike your Flight with too 
much Speed and Difſor!:r: And as you found I 
was a very civil Apparition, and would not in- 
trude on your Retirement, you went off with a 
ſober and decent Pace, often looking back to con- 
vince yourſelt that what you ſaw was real. As 
ſoon as you had reach'd the Houſe, I ſhifted my 
material Figure, for one more becoming the Dig- 
nity of the celeſtial Condition, and being again 
inviſible, I heard the fantaſtick Relation you 
gave your Brother, who told you, *twas all the 
Effect of the Spleen, and obſtinate Grief you had 
indulg'd fince my Death; but you till aſſerted 
the Reality of what you told him; but he be- 
lieved it no more than if he had heard it from 
the Pulpit. 

Yov might have diſiſs'd ev cry Thought of 
Fear. I would not have injur'd you when I was 
a Mortal, liable to Folly and Error, much leſs 
in a State of Perfection and Happineſs. There 
is not a Spark of Guilt or Malignity, left in ver- 
tuous Minds, when releas'd from their carthly 
Priſon, all is gentle and kind, and their Concern 
tor Human Welfarc is infinitely more tender and 
diſintereſted than before. 

Tur Terror with which Men fly us, would 
have ſomething in it incredible, if we did not re- 


member our own original Folly and Ignorance, 
F 2 but 
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but as we do, your ſtrange Apprehenſions only 
divert and entertain us. It you thought juſtly, 
you would have more Reaſon to run full ſpeed 
from one another, than from us, who have nci- 
ther Permiſſion nor Inclination to injure, but are 
ready to ſcreen you in a thouſand Dangers, and 
to promote your Intereſt with the moſt generous 
Concern, while you are cntirely ignorant of your 
Benefattors. Were human Organs more rchn'd, 
and your Perceptions heighten'd to a greater De- 
licacy, you would ſee a thouſand /Ethereal Forms 
in the full Bloom of immoſtal Beauty and undc- 
caying Life, not faſhion'd to give you Terror, 
but Love and Delight. 

| You ſec, my dear Leonora, I would fain cure 
your Prejudices, and reconcile you to the Soci- 
ety of Spirits, that you may ſometimes permit 
me to warn your unguarded Years, when Dan- 
gers and Snares atttend you. 

You know your Father leſt me the Guardian 
of your Fortune and Beauty, ſo favourable was 
his Opinion of me. This Circumſtance made me 
miſerable, and at once cut off all my future Views 
of Happineſs. I had indulg'd a ſecret Paſſion 
for you, and flatter'd myſelf you had the ſame 
for me; but as my Birth and Fortune were much 
inferior to yours, I was reſolved rather to die, 
than uſe the Advantage that was in my Power, 
or to violate the ſacred Truſt I had undertaken. 
By a thouſand little ſoft Inadvertencies, you diſ- 
cover'd your Paſſion, but tho' ſecure of Succeſs, 


I durſt not ſeduce you into a Compliance of Mar- 
riage 
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riage ſo vaſtly below your high Rank and Cha- 
rater, nor take the Advantage of betraying your 
thoughtleſs Years, to an Action unbecoming your 
Quality and Fortune. My Soul was unſtain'd 
with any Deſign that was mean and ſelfiſh, and 
the entire Confidence your Father had in my In- 
tegrity and Conduct, fix d my Reſolution of act- 
ing up to the ſevereſt Rules of Vertue and Truth. 
But to what Diſtreſs was I reduc'd! I lov'd you 
to Madneſs, while I never approach'd you but 
with a diſſembled Indifferencc. This Reftraint 
and the conſtant Agitation of my Thoughts, dif- 
order'd my Health, and threw me into a violent 
Fever, which ſoon finiſh'd my Life. The Juſtice 
and Fidclity of my Conduct found its immenſe 
Reward, and leſt me nothing to repent of, but 
the giving my Truſt entirely to your Brother's 
Care, whoſe licentious Manners will expoſe you 
to a thouſand Dangers. To repair this Negli- 
gence, I would fain have induced you to a Con- 
verſation, that might have directed your Conduct, 
and fortified your Vertue by my friendly Admo- 
nition : But ſince your Fears put it out of my 
power ever to be viſible to you again, I muſt take 
this way to convince you how unchangeable my 
| Concern for your Happineſs is: Oh let it not be 
dearer to me than it is to yourſelf! 


CLERIMONT. 
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To the ſame. 


ALI Ave your fcllow Mortals to con- 
72 erte your Recovery, but I muſt 
7 o' own 'twas a Diſappointment to me. 
ESA You were on the Confines of Im- 
mortality; the Angels, who are 
Miniſtring Spirits to the Heirs of Salvation, had 
prepared their Song of Iriumph to receive you: 
I had wreath'd a Garland of the faireſt Flowers 
that bloom'd in the Paradiſe of Gop, to crown 
ſuch carly and diſtinguiſh'd Vertue. With Im- 
patience I number'd your Moments, and expect- 
ed every one would be your laſt. The ſparkling 
Vivacity of your Eyes expired, the Roſes on 
your Checks yamiſh'd into a mortal Paleneſs, and 
the Springs of Lite ſeem'd juſt ready to ceaſe their 
Motion; when he, who governs Nature with a 
ſupream Command, reſtored you back to Health. 
Your Recovery was ſurprizing, even to Angels, 
who tho' ignorant of the various Limits the So- 
vercign Diſpoſer has ſct to human Life, yet they 
often make exact Conjectures of the Courſe of 


Second Cauſcs, and the Period of mortal Lives. 
You 
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You are certainly given back as a Bleſſing to 
the World; your Example may yet make a thou- 
ſand Proſclites to Vertue : But for my part, no- 
thing but the Will of Hcaven could reconcile me 
to this Diſpenſation : When you was juſt in the 
Harbour to be toſs'd back again on the tempeſtu- 
ous Occan : When you had welcom'd Death as 
your kind Deliverer, ready to free you from CA 
ſander's Importunity, and your Brother's Tyran- 
ny, who will do his utmoſt to compel you to 
this deteſtable Marriage. But your Conſtancy to 
re fuſe it, is of the higheſt Importance to your 
preſent and future Happineſs: He is already 
marricd under a borrowed Name, to a young 
: and beautiful Italian, whom he ſtole from her Pa- 
7 rents, and after he had liv'd two Months conceal 'd 
= with her, the perjured Man lett and abandon'd 
her to Miſery. In the Height of her Anguiſh, 
ſhe put herſelf into a Nunnery, where ſhe waſts 
her Days in a reluctant and unprofitable Devoti- 
on; tor true Religion cannot exiſt but by our 
Choice, Neceſlity can give nothing but the Ap- 
pcarance of it. | 

Ius is a Sceret, of which you would never 
have been intorm'd by any Human Means: If you 
diſcover it to your Brother, it will deliver you 
from the Violence which he is determin'd to uſe, 
to force you to wed Caſſauder, another Name for 
Miſery. 

is a diſintereſted Concern for you, that 
iakes me give you this Advice. There is no Jea- 
louly in heavenly Minds, they know their Prehemi- 

nence, 
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nence, and ſhould they appcar in their celeſtial 
Splendor, the moſt perfe&t Beauty of the Chil- 
dren of Men would wither in their Preſence. 
But Vanity and Emulation arc no more, and all , 
ſelfiſh Deſigns are unknown in theſe happy Cen- 
tinents. You may, by making a proper uſe of *' 
this Notice, provide tor your own Happineſs ; 
but bleſſed be the great Author of all Good! 
you can't add to mine, 


CLERIMON T. 
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LETTER XII. 


Jo my dear Brother. 
OUR Friend, the unhappy Carlos 
dicd this Night at Naples. I was 
willing to ſurprize you with this In- 
telligence, in a way which no hu» 
man Speed can reach. 

I wris# my Endcavours for your Reformati- 
on, may have more Succeſs now, than they had 
when I was in a State of Mortality. I am per- 
ſuaded if you had ſeen the Exit of the wretched 
Youth, who had been the Companion of your 
Riots, it would have convinc'd you of the Falſe- 
hood of his Principles, and how little ſupport 
the Thoughts of falling back into his original 
Nothing gave him, when the gloomy Hour ap- 
proach'd in which he was to loſe the ſight of the 
Sun and Stars, with all the viſible Beauties of 
Nature for ever. 

To be inſenſible! — To be no more! — To 
find his Eyes cloling in an eternal Sleep! gave 
him inexpreſſible Horrors. But if this was the 
worſt that he apprehended, never did Mortal 
give up his Liſe in a manner more cowardly and 


inconſiſtent: He durſt not bear Darkneſs or So- 
G litude 
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litude one Moment: He ſtarted at a Shadow, 
and ſhew'd a more than childiſh Fear and Weak- 
ne ſs in his Actions: He even beg'd his Phyſicians 
to flatter him with the Hopes of Lite, and not 
let him know if they thought his Caſc deſperate : 
He charged his Attendant not to mention Death 
or the Grave, nor to ſpeak a ſerious Word in his 
hearing. Tho' his Affairs were in the utmoſt 
Diſorder, no Perſon dur ſt venture to adviſe him 
to ſettle them by a Will: But all theſe Cautions 
gave him no Relict. The Anguiſh, the Guilt, 
the Confuſion of his Mind, was viſible in his 
Looks. The abandon'd Amoret, who had fol- 
lowed him in the Diſguiſe of a Page, was ſeldom 
permitted to ſee him; and whenever ſhe ap- 
proach'd him, he trembled, and fell into the 
greateſt Agonies, cloſed his Eyes, or turn'd them 
from her, but ſpoke nothing to ſupport her in 
the Diſtreſs he had brought on her, nor cxpreſs'd 
the leatt Remorſe, for having ſeduced her to 
leave the noble S-ba/tian, to whom ſhe was en- 
gaged by Marriage Vows, and a thouſand tender 


Obligations. His Peeviſhneſs and Impaticnce 


were inſuſſerabſe, and even deſpicable to his own 
Servants. When the medicines he took, had not 
their expected Succeſs, he reproach'd his Phyſi- 
cians with Negligence or want of Skill; and yet 
by Intervals implor:d their Aſſiſtance, as if his 
Being itſelf depended on their Art. His Senſes 
were perlect to the laſt Gaſp; with Amazement 
he faw the univertal Terror make its flow and 
dreadful Approaches; ate! after a tedious and 

| painſul 
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painful Struggle, yielded to the gloomy Conque- 
ror, and with a deep Groan, gave up his Breath, 
and went to make the Great Experiment. hope 
this Account of your Friend's Death, will have 
the happy Effect I deſign d in it, and make you 
rccollect the Counſel I gave you with my dying 
Breath: The beſt Legacy I could bequeath, if 
1 had had Empires to diſpoſe of. 

Mr dear Brother, I can have no; ſelfiſh Mo- 
tives now, in endcavouring to reclaim your Ex- 
travagances. In this ſuperior State, my Concern 
tor your Happineſs muſt be all abſtract and ge- 
nerous. The Acknowledgements of indigent, 
miſcrable Mortals, ſignify nothing to Spirits ex- 
alted to celeſtial Dignities, in the full Enjoyment 
of immortal Pleaſures: But this gives:them the 
moſt kind and beneficent Diſpoſitions to erring 
Men, whom they would ſain allure into the Paths 
that lead to Happineſs. "Thoſe  glunmering 
Sparks of Goodneſs, and Amity which in your 
cold Regions are but juſt dawning in vertuous 
Minds, in theſe warmer Climates, acquire, new 
Ardour, and burn with eternal Splendor. .., 

I Have more Zeal:than cver for your Intereſt, 
and let me recall, but not reproach, you, with 
the Obligations you. have to pay ſome Regard to 
my Advice. You know, when we loſt the beſt 
of Parents, that he leſt his whole Eſtate to my 
Diſpoſal, with ſuch a moderate Fortune to your 
Share, as muſt have reſtrain'd your wild Expences: 
But when J found you had ſome Senſe of your 
Folly, in hopes to reform you, by generous 

G 2 Treatment 
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Treatment, I immediately ſettled on you half 
the vaſt Fortune that was in my power. I will 
not urge my venturing my Lite in your Defence, 
when aſſaulted in our Travels, for this was but 
an Action of Humanity, which every brave Man 
owes to a perfect Stranger: But I muſt infiſt on 
the Merit of reſigning my Pretenſions to the love- 
ly Bellamira, for you. She was all the Joy, the 
Hope, I had on Earth. I lov'd her as I lovd 
Vertue and Happineſs, and yet when you diſco- 
ver'd to mo the Anguiſh and Diſorder of your 
Mind, and your violent Paſſion for her, I made 
2 Retreat, and left the weeping Beauty to re- 
proach me with a Levity and Indifference, to 
which my Heart was a Stranger; diſguis'd my 
tender Inelination, and pleaded yours with ſuch 
- Succeſs, that ſhe yielded to your Requeſt, and 
gave her matchleſs Charms, and * Fortune, 
to your poſſeſſion. | 
Bur this advantageous Match had not the 
Effect I hoped, nor was the leaſt Reſtraint to 
your licentious manner of Life. You acted a 
ſhameful Part in aſſiſting Carlos in his Affair with 
Amoret, and a more ſhameful one in promiſing to 
protect and ſupport her, if he abandon d her, 
when you knew what repeated Favours you had 
receiv'd from'the injured and generous Sebaſtian. 
Your treacherous and ungrateful Treatment of a 
Man of his exalted Merit, fills me with the 
greateſt Remorſe and Confuſion. A thouſand and 
a thouſand times have I reproach'd myſelf, for 


11 been the unhappy Inſtrument of Bellami- 
14's 


from the Dead to the Living. 47 


ra's Ruin, who pined beneath her Grief, like a 
fair Flower blaſted in its Prime. I never met 
her Eyes, but ſhe might have ſeen the Remorſe 
and Confuſion of my Soul. The Negligence 
and Contempt with which you treated the beft 
of Women, ſunk my youthful Spirits, damp'd 
my nobleſt Deſigns, and clouded the gayeſt Sea- 
ſon of my Life. While Death made its flow and 
ſilent Approaches, the laſt Favour I beg'd of 
you, was to be juſt to your unhappy Wife, in 
breaking all Engagements with the lewd and in- 
famous Amoret. This you promis'd me with a 
religious Solemnity ; but I know her preſent Di- 
ſtreſs, though the juſt effect and reward of her 
Crimes, will be your Snare. She is all Enchant- 
ment, and will, I fear, be your Ruin; but if you 
| reje& my Advice, take this Caution from the 
Royal Penitent, Her Houſe is the way to Death, 
and her Gates lead down to Hell. And I deſire 
you to conſider ſeriouſly, that this Admonition 
muſt reſcue you from, or double your Guilt. 


CLEANDER. 
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FE @EOWEVER different my preſent 


wmanner of Exiſtence is, from my 
| 79/3 former State, my Affection to the 
Pi fair Climene is unchang'd. As I 
| live, and act in a way inexpreſſibly 
ſupitir to mortal Life, ſo the beneficent Diſpo- 
ſitions of my Nature, riſe to a more noble and 
generous Height. My Concern tor your Hap- 
pineſs is more tender and diſintereſted than ever: 
J have guarded your nightly Slumbers, waited 
on your ſolitary Walks, and follow'd you like 
your Attendant Angel; who pleas'd with my 
officious Care, has often left you to my Charge- 
Your preſent Danger gives me as much Anxiety, 
as conſiſts with a State of Happineſs, I could 
not refrain from giving you this Warning, which 
to your Surpriſe, you'll find on your Toilet, a- 
mong Trifles, the moſt its Reverſe. 

| You are, O too credulous Fair! on the very 
Brink of Ruin: Treachery and Deluſion are in 
Alcander's Eyes and Tongue, and if you keep 
this Night's Appointment with him, you arc 
undone. Infamy and Berdition are before you: 
The evil Genii, that envy the Happineſs of the 
human Race, already inſult my pious Care; and 
your 
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your celeſtial Guardian ſeems half reſolved to 
quit his Truſt; the tender Grief hangs on his 
beautiful Face, like a Cloud on the roſy Morning; 
and in the deepeſt Silence of the Night, when 
the Creation ſcem'd lull'd in an univerſal Slum- 
ber, in the Gloom of a neighbouring Grove, that 
you often frequent, I heard him tune his Silver 
Lute, to Strains ſoft and languiſhing as thoſe in 
which the Heavenly Miniſters mourn'd the Loſs 
of Paradiſe, and the bold Tranſgreſſion of the 
firſt Woman that fell. 

AND yours, unhappy Maid! will be a Fall 
from the Heights of Honour, from the very 
Triumph of Vertue. What can Man believe? 
What can the Sex boaſt, when ſuch Innocence, 
ſuch Truth, ſuch Modeſty as yours, are pervert- 
cd? Vice will inſult, to find Cimene among her 
Votaries, and hardly believe her own Conqueſt ? 
ſurprized like the barbarous Gauls in the Roman 
Senate, who thought it an Aſſembly of Gods, till 
they ſaw them bleed. 
| W1rTH what a profligate Air, with what in- 
ſolent Vanity, did your young Seducer leave you 
laſt Night? How proud of his unexpected Suc- 
ceſs, when he had gain'd your Conſent to the 
guilty Aſſignation. 

ISsIAx'p with you, an unſeen Witneſs of the 
Remorſe and Confuſion in which he lett you. 
How diforder'd ! how uneaſy ! how unlike your- 
ſelf did you appear! TWas your uſual Hour of 
Devotion, a Bible lay near, which you took in 
your Hand, but durſt not open, for fear the 

| Sanctity 
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Sanctity of its Rules ſhould reproach you. The 
Diſtraction of your Thoughts, gave me hopes 
that you would recover yourſelf, and break the 
guilty Engagement you had made. To confirm 
your doubtful Vertue, I was on the Point of ma- 
king myſelf viſible, but the unaccountable Fear 
that Mortals have of the Inhabitants of the Imma- 
terial Worlds, reſtrain d me, leſt the Effect ſhould 
have been fatal to your timorous Temper, how- 
ever gentle and propitious my Appearance and 
Addreſs had been; and I thought this Letter 
might leſs ſurprize, and more calmly perſuade you, 
You have yet a few Hours to recolle& your- 
elf, and ſure you will not give up an unblemiſh'd 
Reputation, with all the Peace and Innocence of 
your Mind, to this blind extravagant Paſſion. 
Beſides, the Injuſtice to the unhappy Silvia, to 
whom Alcander is engag'd by a thouſand Vows, 
and who now pines away in Obſcurity, a Victim to 
his Falſhood and Perjury. Be vertuous and com- 
paſſionate, be kind to her, and juſt to yourſelf. 
_ ArTEex this Warning, even from the Dead, 
your Crime will be aggravated, You muſt de- 
liberately venture on Perdition, and damn your- 
ſelf with Deſign and ſober Reflection. You muſt 
deſperately give up your Title to celeſtial Hap- 
pineſs, to the Worlds of Life and Pleaſure, of 
immortal Beauty and Youth. O how ſuperior to 
that, with which you are at this inſtant ſo fatally 
enamour d below ! 


LE T. 
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Al 7 dear Siſter, I have often, ſince I 
Bl left the World, had the Priviledge 
to ſupply the Place of your Guardi- 
an Angel: I have been an inviſible 
" Witneſs of your Tears for my 
Death; and to allay the Exceſs of your Griet 
for me, I have been at laſt permitted to let you 
know that I am happy. 

I caN give you no Account, how my Soul 
was relcas d: I fell aſleep in perfect Health, with 
an unuſual Serenity of Mind, and from the gent- 
leſt Slumbers of Innocence and Peace, awak'd in 
immortal Bliſs. (How common is ſudden Death?) 
TI found myſelf in a moment got above the Stars, 
and out- ſhining the Sun in its Meridian Splendor. 
Corruption had put on Incorruption, and Morta- 
lity was ſwallow'd up of Life and Immortality. 
() Death! I cry'd in the Exaltation of my 
Thoughts, O Death! where is thy Conqueſt > 
O King of Terrors! where is thy boaſted Victo- 
ry ? where is thy Scepter and Imperial Horrors, 
thy gloomy State, and dreadful Attendants ? 
vfhere are thy vaſt Dominions, the cheerleſs and 
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formlcſs Darkneſs, the Shade and the Emptyneſs, 
the Scats of Corruption and Decay ? 

Tux Spell is broken! the Enchantment is 
. diſſolv'd ! the Shadows, the Phantoms, the viſi- 
onary Terrors fly! the celeſtial Morning dawns, 
and charming Scenes ariſe: But oh! how bound- 
leſs! how various! how tranſporting the Proſ- 

| 

STILL loſt in Joy and Wonder, Tell me, I 
faid, ye Angels, ye ſmiling Forms that ſurround 
me, what caſy Paſſage has my Spirit found from 
its mortal Priſon? What gentle Hand has un- 
lock'd my carthly Fetters, and brought me out 
of Darkneſs and Confinement, into immenſe 
Light and Liberty? Who was the kind Meſſen- 
ger, that convey'd the welcome Invitation to my 
Ear? What mclodious Voice call'd me away 
from yonder cold tempeſtuous Regions, to theſe 
foft and pcacctul Habitations? How have I found 
my Paſſage through the tractleſs Æther, and 
gain'd the Summit of the everlaſting Hills ? Am 
I awake ? Do I dream ? Is this a gay, a flatter- 
ing Viſion ? Oh no! tis all bliſsful and tranſport- 
ing Certainty ; I ſce, J hear things unutterable, 
| ſuch as never cnter'd into the Heart of mortal 
Man to conceive. Read and believe; believe and 
be happy. 

You ſee, my dear Siſter, how blindly you 
repine at the Decrecs of Heaven, and how un- 
reaſonably you lament what you call my carly 
and OP Fate. Could I be happy too ſoon ? 

ILIE r 
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Irerr the World indeed, in the full Pride 
of my youthſul Years, in the Height of Great- 
neſs and Reputation, ſurrounded with the Blan- 
diſhments and Flatteries of Pleaſure. But theſe - 
Advantages might have been fatal Snares to my 
Vertue, in a longer Trial: Twas indulgent in 
Heaven, after a ſhort Probation, to crown me 
with the Rewards of Victory. "Tis paſt the 
Toil, the Danger, and all to come is endleſs 
Peace and Triumph. 

Ir you could ſee as far into Futurity now, 
and think as juſtly of it, as you will certainly do 
on your Death- bed, this Letter from me had 
been ſuperfluous; I only can de/ign it beneficial, 
you may make it ſo. 


IE. RK. XV. 


ö 7! > 5 paſt ! The Voyage of Lite is fi- 
niſh'd! Inſtcad of informing you, 
that I am arrived at the Indian Coaſts, 
this is to let you know, that I am 
fafely landed on the celeſtial Shores. The Veſ- 
ſel on which I was imbark'd, by a Tempeſt ſunk 
to the Bottom of the San and the Angel of 
the Waters receiv d my newly unembody'd Soul. 

I was ſurpriz'd at the different manner of my 
Exiſtence; I breath'd indeed no longer, but I 
liv'd, I heard, I ſaw, with a more exquiſite Scnſe 
than before. But a few Moments were paſt ſince 
the raging Billows carry'd Deſtruction in their 
Appearance, and now, I moved unterrificd 
through the Decpe, and ſurvey'd the Foundation 
of the antient Hills. The Regent of the Wa- 
ters, pleas'd with my Curioſity, led me through 
his Chryſtal Palaces, and Coral Groves; ſhew'( 
me the Pearly Grottoes, and Alcoves of Amber, 
with a thouſand Wonders, kept ſecret from the 
Race of Men, ſince the Baſis of the Mountains 
were laid. As ſoon as I had gone the Round of 
che liquid Regions, an Afthereal Meſſenger took 
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me under his Conduct: I follow'd my gentle 
Guide, thro” the airy Spaces, and here was all 
Novelty and Surprize: I made the Tour of the 
Univerſe, and explor'd the Limits of the Creati- 
on, with unſpeakable Agility : I moved from Star 
to Star, and met ten thouſand Suns blazing in full 
Glory, without Fear or Conſternation : I follow'd 
the Track of prodigious Comets,” that drew theif 
flaming Trains o'cr halt the Sky. From the Pla- 
netary Regions I aſcended with the Eaſe and 
Swittncſs of a Thought, to the ſuperior Heaven, 
the Imperial Palace of the Moſt High; but here 
Deſcription fails, and all beyond is unutterable. 

T x18 is the only Account you can poſſibly 
receive of my Death, which your own Fears had 
ſo truly preſaged at our Parting :' And this, my 
much-lov'd Henrietta, J hope will put an end to 
all your Anxiety; for ſince the Change has prov'd 
ſo happy for me, you are too much my Friend to 
be concern'd thereat, "iP | 


PHILANDER. 
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Jo my Lord . 


My dear BxoTrEs, 
Is 5 immaterial Bcings mingle unſcen 
in what Society they pleaſe, I had 
the Curioſſty laſt Night, to know 
your Thoughts of what had hap- 
pen'd to you the Night before, and 


I heard you make a very gay Declamation to 


ſome of your free Companions, on the Power of 
Fancy, and the Strength of your own Imagina- 
tion. But really, my Lord, you are not ſo vi- 
fionary and extravagant as you repreſented your- 
ſelf. There is nothing more certain than what 
you ſaw and heard, and you might have credited 


your Senſes without ſo much Diffidence and Mo- 
deſty, which you turn into a Vice. 


You have but a few Weeks, my dear Brother, 
to live, your Sands arc number'd, and your laſt 
Hour is determin'd. I obtain'd a Permiſſion ſel- 
dom allow'd, to give you ſome warning of your 


approaching Fate. 


Ic nos x the opportunity, when I found you 
in a clear Moonlight Night, ſitting in a penſive 
Poſture, 
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Poſture, by the Side of a Fountain in your Gar- 
den: To gain Credit to my Meſſage, I ſtood be- 
fore you, in the Splendor of a heavenly Form, 
and the Bloom of immortal Beauty; but ſo re- 
ſembling my former ſelf, that in your Surpriſe 
you call'd me Siſter, and ſtep'd forward to em- 
brace me; ] durſt not prophane myſelf by a mor- 
tal Touch, bur deluding your Arms, plac'd my- 
ſelf before you on the oppoſite Side of the Canal» 
I ſtood ſilent ſome time, that you might be recol- 
lected; and then ſetting a golden Lute, which I 
had in my Hand, to one of the melodious Strains, 
which Angels ſing to expiring Saints, when they 
would ſoften the Agonics of Death, and make 
its Terrors ſmilc : In thoſe languiſhing and melt- 
ing Notes, I gave you an Invitation to the, ſtarry 
Manſions, believing this would have a much bet- 
ter Effect than any thing terrible, to one of your 
undaunted Temper, I deliver'd my Meſſage, and 
in an Inſtant diſappcar'd. 

I nave repeated theſe Circumſtances to you, 
as a Proof that all was real, and neither a Dream 
nor a waking Reveric, as you have perſuaded 
yourſelf. But ſince no Mortal knows this, but 
yourſelſ, and you conceal'd the greateſt part of 
this Relation from your gay Friends, when you 
was ſo cloquent on the Wonders of Imagination, 
J hope this will find its wiſh'd Succeſs, and put 
you on the moſt exact Preparation, to meet with 
a Chriſtian Fortitude the greateſt Terror that 
mortal Man can encounter. Tho' your Lite 
has been unſtain'd with any baſe or unjuſt Action, 

| there 
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there arc ſome Levitics in your Converſation, that 
require your ſpecdy Penitznce and Reformati- 
on; or ſccming Trifles will enlarge themſelves 
into the greateſt Terrors. 

"I's a ſerious thing, my Lord, to dic; you 
thought ſo, When with the moſt tender Concern 


you jaw me ſhivering and pale, anxious and fcar- 


ful, on the very Borders of Life, doubtful to 
enter, and tcrrity'd at the Darkneſs that hung on 
the gloomy Valley; when even the Follics of my 
Childhood, which was hardly paſt, and the 


ſlighteſt Errors of my Youth fate my on my 


Soul. 
AND oh! how unwillingly did my Soul quit 


its agrecablc Manſon! how many ſoft Engage- 
ments made me ſond of Lite! The charming 
Youth to whom I was contracted by my Parents, 
detain'd me with his Tcars; had Angels beck- 
on'd me to the Skies, that melting Language 
would have tempted me back. 


You little think, my dear Brother, what Re- 


gularity of the Paſſions, what Sanctity of Man- 
ncrs, arc neceſſary to take off the Horrors of 
Death, and make that gloomy Menarch wear a 
ſmiling Aipcct. 0” 

Tak E this tricndly Admonition, and be for 
ever happy; then will that Relation which is 
now between us ſtill ſubſiſt, and I ſhall be, in Joys 
incxprethble, your Mer to all Eternity. 


SERENA, 


LET 


ht 
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L ETTER XVIL 
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Jo PHiLocLEes, from In x Au fu, a Turkiſh 
Baſja. 


VE w AS you, my dear Philocles, 1 that 
== Hcavcn made the Inſtrument of my 
Converſion to Chriſtianity. But 
while I was in a State of Mortality, 
'twas impoſſible for me to know the 
Greatneſs of my Obligations to you, and to what 
Height of Felicity your friendly Inſtructions di- 
rected me. How low, how diſproportion'd were 
my Expectations, to the Grandeur of my preſent 
Happineſs! How ſuperior is it, even to thoſe 
noble Ideas your Deſcription gave me of Celeſtial 
Joys! As you converted me to, let me eſtabliſh 
you in, the only true Religion. 
War Reaſon have I to bleſs the Moment 
that began our Acquaintance, and the Event that 
placed your Character to my View, in ſuch an 
agreeable Light? There was indeed ſomething 
in your whole Conduct ſo artleſs, ſo ſincere, fo 
contormable to the ſtricteſt Rules of Truth and 
Juſtice, that I at once quitted my Prejudices to 
the Faith you avow'd. The Chriſtian (which is 
not always the Caſc) recommended Chriſtianity. 
I Tas 
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Tur Negotiations I had with you when you 
were Conſul tor the States of Holland, at Smyrna, 
gave me numerous Inftances of your honeſt and 
gencrous Diſpoſition : But nothing ſurpriz'd me 
more, than ſceing you venture your Life in a 
dreadful Storm, to ſave a Portugueſe, your mortal 
Enemy, whoſe Veſſel was juſt overſct, and him- 
- ſelf ready to link amidſt the threatning Waves, 
which he till then imagin'd leſs his Foe than 
yourlſclf. | | 

I was Witncſs to the godlike Action, and 
immediately concluded, that there muſt be ſome- 
thing divine in a Religion, that could-raiſe human 
Nature to ſuch an Height of Beneficence. It 
was all reſiſtleſs Conviction, my Soul confeſs'd 
its Force, while I confider'd with what a be- 
coming Modeſty you recciv'd the Acknowledg- 
ments of your Adverſary, as calmly as for ſome 
trifling Favour, you would have accepted the 
Thanks of your ſincereſt Friend. You ſeem'd 
conſcious of having done nothing extraordinary, 
nothing but what was ſuitable to the conſtant 
Diſpoſition of your Mind, if Heaven had fa- 
vour'd you with more frequent Occaſions of per- 
forming ſuch Heroic Actions. You have a Senſe 
to make what is Heroic, Common. 

Ir was a Charity truly divine, that made you 
hazard your Liſe, and expoſe it to the worſt of 
Torments, to reſcue me from Error. I was more 
inquiſitive than the Laws of the Alchoran allow d, 
which induc'd me to ſeck ſo many opportunities 

of converſing with you. Without the leaſt Cau- 
| tion 
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tion or Regard to your own Safety, you left your- 
ſelf to the Mercy of an Infidel, fatisfy'd my 
Scruples, and importun'd me to quit the Maho- 
metan Faith. Your Conduct was all Demonſtra- 
tion, and convinc'd me, that nothing but heaven- 
ly Truth, could inſpire you with ſuch Fortitude) 
and kindle in your Soul a Charity fo perfectly dif- 
intereſted. I was ſoon vanquiſh'd, and became a 
joytul Proſelyte to the Chriftian Principles, nor 
found the leaſt Regret in leaving my native Soil, 
to follow you to the Hagne, where I might openly 
proſeſs the Faith I had embrac'd, and be in the 
Right with Impunity. 

IT was not long before a Fever ſciz'd me. 
When I found the Symptoms mortal, I ſent for 
you to caſe my burthen'd Soul of the only Care 
that oppreſs'd it, but before you came my Speech 
was loſt: However, the Diſcovery was of ſuch 
Importance, that it ſtill engages my Concern ; 
nor is there any Perſon whoſe Fidelity I can de- 
pend on like yours. 

I euxcHnas'D a beautiful Grecian Slave, the 
firſt and only Object of my Love. Tho' ſhe was 
in my power, I only attempted by gentle Me- 
thods to gain her Affections, but in vain; her 
Chriſtian Belief ſtill ſet the View of future Re- 
wards and Puniſhments before her, and check'd 
her ſofteſt Inclinations. To conquer her Vertue, 
I was induc'd to pervert her to the Doctrines of 
the Alchoran, As abſurdly as I reaſon'd, ſhe wag 
ſoon convinc'd that her Soul was as periſhing as 
her Body, and that there was no Proſpect of Im- 

14 mortality 
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impoſſible, by ſome of your Fricnds to find Ac- 


plorable Slavery, 
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mortality for any of her Sex; that preſent Joys 
were all ſhe could expect, and in loſing Youth F 
and Love ſhe loſt the higheſt End of her Creation. 
Too ſoon the fair Apoſtate believed my deteſted | 
Doctrines, and took the Poyſon from my Tongue, 
renounc'd the Great Meſſiah, and embraced the 
idle Dreams of an Impoſtor; gave up her Claim 

to Immortality, and yielded herſelf to my licen- 
tious Wiſhes, Thus tree from the Reſtraints ot 
Religion, the fair Libertine grew diſſolute and 
prophane beyond the Limits of her Sex. Her 
ſportive Wit, and boundleſs Vanity, now ridi- 
cul'd all that ſhe once thought ſacred. There 
was ſomething ſo wild, ſo unnatural in her Impi- 
ety, that I half repented my Succeſs, but never 
was truly ſenſible of the Injury I had done her, | 
till I was convinc'd of the Truth of Chriſtianity. | 
'Tis this unſpeakable Damage that I hope you 
will find ſome Method to repair. Twill not be 


ceſs to her. She is now at my Brother's Diſpoſal; 

her Ranſom will be caſy, and a Charity worthy 
your Character. Your Charity will rcdcem her 
Perſon, your Example her Mind, from a more de- 
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LETTER XVIII. 


To a Son from his deceas'd Father. 


Ä F there is the leaſt Spark of Filial 
SM Gratitude in your Breaſt; if there 
is any Deference due to the Memo- 
ry of a once indulgent Father, I 
charge you to recall the Challenge 
you have ſent — What ſhall I fay — not to your 
Adverſary, but to your gencrous, your well- 
meaning Friend. His Admonitions were juſt, 
and the Relation he gave you undoubted Fact. 
You know in your Conſcience, the Woman you 
vindicate, has neither Vertue nor Reputation to 
defend, while you arc daring Death, and all the 
Horrors that enſue, to juſtify a known Falſhood, 
and purchaſe Shame with Heaven. 

Ir you are kill'd in this mad Duel, the Moment 
you breathe your laſt, you will mingle with a So- 
cicty that make very different Judgments of 
Things, from what paſs for Maxims of Honour 
among Mortals. You will appear with a very ill 
Grace, and on a moſt impertinent Occaſion, a- 
morg the Spirits of Darkneſs, to whom you will 
be an eternal Object of Deriſion. The boaſted 
Beauty and Charms of your Miſtreſs, will be but 
a poor Excule for your Gallantry, tho” you ſhould 


tell them in Heroics, how the World has been loſt 
for a Woman, 
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TursE Extravagancics will vaniſn with Mor- 
tality : Death will draw the Veil, and place more 
ſerious Scenes in view. You will find how cheap- 
ly you have ſold immortal Glory, and curſe the 
ſond Enchantment that led you on to Deſtruction. 
Deteſting that moſt, the Love of which is now 
your Inducement to Ruin. 

Bor ask yourſelf, What is the Vertue of this 
ſine Lady, in defence of whom you are going 
with ſuch Bravery to dic ? What is this Honour 
you are giving up your Life, and all your Hopes 
of Salvation to maintain? 
Tus guiltleſs lovely Woman, is only per- 
jur'd to her Marriage Vows: This Angel, this 
divine Creature, does but deceive, does but ex- 
poſe to Infamy, the beſt of Husbands: She docs 
but return his uncqual'd Tenderneſs, and conſtant 
Aſſection to her, with artful F ondneſs and dif- 
ſembled Complaiſance : She is but inſenſible to 
the Merit of a Man who is his Country's Ornament 
and Pride; a Perſon of the moſt graceful Appear- 
ance, by Nature form'd to pleaſe the niceſt of 
the Fair Sex; liberal and magnificent, obliging 
and ſincere above all Diſguiſe ; and who, from 
his own conſcious Honour, entirely confides in 
this artful Woman, whom he raiſed from Diſtreſs 


and Obſcurity. Charm'd with her Beauty and 


diſſembled Affection for him, he has indulg'd all 
her wild Ambition, gratity'd her boundleſs Va- 
nity, and ſet no more limits to her Expenccs, 
than you now to your Folly. 

Tuts is the unhappy Man you would expoſe 


to the ſeſt of ey 7 ſenſeleſs Rake, by a publick 
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Quarrel for the Reputation of his Wife, What 
Eumity could be ſo cruel as this Defence /! 

Ap this is the dear innocent Charmer, whoſe 
Vertue, you would juſtify, even by damning your- 
ſelf, and murdering the generous Lindamor, your 
beſt, your experienc'd Friend, whoſe Sincerity has 
been his only Crime: Be not ſo ſhameſully yaliant. 
 WrTH what Confuſion muſt you draw your 
Sword on a Man, to whom you have ſuch a Se- 
rics of Obligations? How often has he ſupply'd 
the Neceſſities to which your extravagant Gaming 
has reduc'd you, and diſcharged your Debts of 
Honour, as you call them? And what was his 
Offence now, but ſetting the Character of an in- 
famous Woman in its true Light, with a kind In- 
tention to reclaim you from ydur Dotage. 

WVUu4Ax a fatal Influence has this diſſolute Paſ- 
Gon had on your Mind! how profligate your Man- 
ners! how unlike to the firſt part of your Life ! 
when a noble Inclination govern'd your Soul, and 
the lovely Erminia was all your Joy. Oh! may 
her youthful Charms recover you, and animate 
your Mind to glorious Actions. Your King, your 
Country, the Proteſtant Cauſe, the Rights and Li- 
berties of human Nature, now require your Cou- 
rage, and find better Employment for your Sword 
than to aſſaſſinate your Friends. If you are truly 
brave, bave the Courage to —_ the only way 
to conquer him, 
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To my Lord uu, from his de Wife. 


UR preſent Confinement by a flow 
Recovery from a dangerous Sickneſs, 
makes me hope this may prove a 
2 Time to prevail with you, to pity 
the injured Hvaua, and be juſt to 
your Obligations to her. 

You once lov'd me, my Lord, and while I 
liv'd, the guiltleſs Paſſion had an Effect on your 
whole Conduct: But your Grict for me, gave a 
very extravagant T urn to your Mind, and inſtead 
of leading you to a ſuperior, a reaſonable Hap- 
pineſs, you have abandon'd yourſelf to the 
Heights of Senſuality; you have purſued Plea- 
ſure, in every tempting Diſguiſe ; refin'd on Vice, 
and turn'd it into a Science ; and arc too truly 
learn'd in it. 

You x ſtate) y Rooms have ſounded with night- 
1y Revels, and looſe enchanting Songs; your 
Groves and ſragrant Gardens have been devoted 
to Luxury, and infamous Delights; the Shades 
and Fountains have been witneſs to Scenes, un- 
becoming their chaſt Retreats; you have found 
out new Ways to Perdition, and ſet no Limits to 
your diſſolute Inclinations, which ſurvive Satiety 


itſell. 
Bur 
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Bur under this gay Diſguiſe, this Triumph 
of Vanity and Madneſs, you have not known an 
Interval of Happineſs, that has been ſincere ; 
You could not conquer your own good Senſe, nor 
wholly forget the Reſtraints of a noble Educati- 
on. T have been Witneſs to your ſecret Remorſe, 


four penitent Soliloquies : I have ſeen you recol- 
le& yourſelf, aſſume your native Greatneſs ; 
heard you with the moſt moving Eloquence la- 
ment your Folly, and aſſent to all the Rules of 
Temperance and Vertue; aſſent toy and violate 
the ſame Hour. 

Vo v have rclaps'd to your uſual Extravagance, 
'till this dangerous Sickneſs ſet the Terrors of 
Death in your view: "Twas then you confeſs'd 
your Injuſtice to the charming S uiana, it hung 
on your Soul, and appear'd with a thouſand Ag- 
gravations ; nor will you ever know Peace, till 
you have confirm'd your Vows, and the abſolute 
Obligations you are under, to marry her, Obli- 
gations to be happy, methinks, ſhould be caſily 
comply'd with. 

How happy was the lovely Maid, in her 
humble Circumſtances! how bleſs'd in ber ſpot= 
leſs Innocence! *till Chance (in your rural Ex- 
curſions) led you in a luckleſs Hour, to the ver- 
dant Shade, where you found her retired to ſcreen 
herſelf from the mid-day Sun, unmoleſted with 
the Cares of Love or Ambition. 

T ne natural Elegance, the Modeſty, and Ea- 
ſmeſs of her Behaviour, fired your Thoughts, 

D_— and 
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and partly by Violence, and partly with the moſt 
ſolemn Vows of Marriage, you ruin'd her. 

Bur what unaffected Sorrow, what Remorſe, 
that fatal Moment coſt her, you have often wit- 
neſſed! with what graccſul Pride has ſhe ſince re- 
fus'd the leaſt Favour, and becn inflexible to your 
ſofteſt Perſuaſions, on any Terms, but the Mar- 
riage you promis'd her? How moving have her 
Tears been! how juſt her Complaints! what a 
Pomp of Vertuc, what a conſcious Greatneſs has 
. appcar'd in her Aſpect, when by your artful Ad- 
dreſſes you have again cudeavour d to ſeduce her: 
Nor Preſents, nor Equipage, nor the moſt pro- 
fuſc Settlement you have offcr'd her, has tempted 
her to act in any Character, but what Vertue 
might own, in the view of Heaven and the 
World. Her very Crime, with you, ſhould have 
the Force of Vertue in it. | 


Your Quality, my Lord, does not abſolve 


you from the divine Laws, nor give a Sanction to 
Perjury, but rather enforces the Obligations of 
Equity and Truth. In real Merit, the fair Hlvui- 
ana is not your Inſerior; but if the were, Hea- 
ven docs not diſpenſe with the Rules of Juſtice on 
the account of airy Titles, and imaginary Di- 
ſtinctions of Birth. The higheſt Satisfaction that 
you can make, may perhaps never give her that 
Tranquility ſhe enjoy d in her firſt humble Cir- 
cumſtances. Could you reſtore her loſt Inno- 
cence, the would be more bleſsd in that, than in 
all the Grandeur to which you can raiſe her, You 

may 
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may alleviate her Misfortune, you cannot make 
full amends. 

No can the Loſs of a tender Parent be re- 
pair d. With a modeſt Ingenuity the injurd 
Nymph confeſs'd her Crime to her pious Mother, 
who was ſo oppreſs'd with the Thought of ſuch 
an Infamy, that in a few Weeks ſhe expired, and 
left her beauteous Daughter, to weep out her ſo- 
litary Hours. Her Diſtreſs demands your Com- 
paſſion; and by an Act of Juſtice to her, you 
will ſecure your future Peace and Happineſs ; 
and ſhew your Gratitude to 


MARIANA. 


— — 


RT EIEIE—m— 


<1 \v — 
N IT . 
"LA l* = | 


7 

427 £ 
— 

TY 


Wl , 111111 CB 
—v/ — \ 


Ka L E T- 


4 r — > wo 1 
3 * by 9 * g __ 

\ \ 4 l PR" - : 

e \ N 2 N = rn 24 * TV os, 
\ y | % : + V<., , — . 
2 * * - 1 8 - i „ 4 * o . ww - © 

8 . 4 * 9 1 a 

* * . 1 EC, « | 4 n - „ —ͤ— 
— a —é: — — — 

* ——ͤ K ů —ů — 


rr 


- 


LETTER. XX 


— 


To VARR IVS. 


0 U have ſoon forgot my dying Ad- 
monitions, and the Promiſe you 
made me, to quit the guilty Amour 
you are ſtill purſuing. Can you 
with Deliberation, with Reflection, 
proceed in a Deſign which muſt, if you ſucceed, 
plunge the beautiful Ceora in Guilt and Infamy, 
whom you love? What could Hatred do more? 

Bur with what Horror ought you to reflect 
on the Injury you are doing to the generous A 
phonſus, your Benefactor: Is there nothing en- 
gaging in thoſe Titles? Or rather are they not 
Words of the maſt ſacred Importance? Make it 
not the tuture Intereſt of Mankind to be your 
Foes. 

A Man of your pretended Honour, could 
not bear the Reproach of a Lic, and yet you are 


acting a Lic; practiſing the vileſt Treachery, and 


expoſing a Perſon of Merit to Ridicule. This, 
however unjuſt, muſt be the Conſequence of your 
Succeſs, while he, ſecure in his own Worth and 
Integrity, continues to careſs the Wretch that 
injures him. How can you ſupport the Stings of 
his Kindneſs to you ? | 

To 
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To this injur'd, this generous Man, you owe 
the Height of your Fortune: Twas his Intereſt 
alone that brought you into Publick Truſt and 
Reputation : To requite him, you are violating 
all the Laws of Humanity, bringing Infamy on 
his Family, and ſecretly endeavouring to rival 
him in the Affæctions of his charming Wife, the 
Object of all his vertuous Joys ; of which, from 
whom could he more properly exact the Protecti- 
on, than from you ? 

CAN you, unmov'd, recal the Diſtreſs into 
which a Crime of this nature plung'd my heedleſs 
Youth ? What Remorſe, what Confuſion, a Mo- 
ment's Madneſs coſt me? You was the only Con- 
fident to whom I diſcover'd the ſecret Wound it 
gave my bleeding Soul. 

Bur how fatal was that one Sally of an ex- 
travagant Paſſion to all my future Repoſe ? Deſ- 
pair and Horror fill'd my Breaſt, when I conſi- 
der'd the Injury I had done was beyond Repara- 
tion. Retirement was nq more my Sanctuary 
from the noiſy Crowd ; the Image of my Crime 
purſued me with inexpreſſible Terrors. The in- 
nocent Diverſions of Life were taſteleſs ; Muſick 
and Wit had loſt their Charms: "The Propoſals 
of Pleaſure were like Jeſts to dying Men, like 
Recreations to the Damn'd. Whatever Decency 
appear'd in my Publick Behaviour, you were 
witneſs to the private Intervals of my Grief, and 
gave ſome Relicf to my Anguiſh, hearing my 
Complaints with an obliging Attention, But 
Nature, after all its Efforts ſunk ; the Pride of 


amy 
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my Youth yielded to the gloomy Diſtemper: 
Vet the Sincerity of my Repentance found Ac- 
ceptance; and, as my laſt Hour approach'd, 
ſome propitious Spirit breath'd Peace and divine 
Conſolation to my Soul; and in theſe gentle 
Whiſpers reproved my Infidelity : 


Why ſbould preſumptuous Man, with feeble doubt, 
And Impotence of Thought, mark out the Bounds 
Of Clemency divine * — W hat Tongue ſhall dare 
Pronounce, with impious Vanity, theſe Words ? 
« Thus far, nor farther, thy exulting Waves, 
% O thou Abyſs of ſacred Love, ſball roll; 

« Here thy triumphant Billows ſball retire, 

« Nor paſs the Bounds of human Diffidence. 


Bur however ſerenc the laſt Scene of my Life 
was, I would not, for all the Joys the lower 
Creation could give, endure the Diſtraction and 
Remorſe that one Error coſt me. Are you ſoſt- 
en'd at the Complaints of my Miſery ? be terri- 
ty'd at the Approaches of your own. 

Tuus warn'd, I hope you will retire, A 
thouſand Accidents have hitherto prevented your a 
Guilt, and croſs'd the Madneſs of your Love : 5 
Some Pauſe of Reaſon, ſome Effort of Vertue = 
may, at laſt, recover you from the Paths of Ruin. 

Comply with Reaſon and Vertue, with Honour 
and Friendſhip, with your own Happineſs, and 

that of others; with the Intereſt of the Living, 
and the Deſires of the Dead. 


THtEeoDOSIUSs: 


THOUGHTS 


D E A 


Tran/lated from the Mon al Es8 avs of the Meſ> 
ſieurs du Port Royal. 


SE YON D the Addreſs which Men 

have, never to think of Death, but 
as at a very great diſtance, nor to view 
it, but in ſome other Perſon, without 
putting themſclves one Moment in the Place of 
the Dying: They have yet a farther Art to de- 
lude themſelves, by forming ſuch a general and 
confus'd Idea, as conceals from them all that is 
moſt terrible in Death. 

Tux conceive little elſe of this State, but as 
a privation of Senſe, and a Separation from the 
Commerce of Liſe; ſo that when they ſay, a 
Man is dead, they only mean, that they ſee him 
no more, and that he ſhares no longer in the Af- 
fairs of the World, In a Word, their Idea of 
Death 


66 Thoughts on DE AT H. 


Death is only form'd on what Men ceaſe to do in 
dying, and not on what they begin to do and 
feel, while yet it is that which conſtitutes 1 its moſt 
dreadful Circumſtance, 

DEArA is indced a Privation of Lite, and 
human Action, but it is a Privation which is felt, 
and produces ſurpriſing Effects in the Soul. In 
order to comprehend theſe Effects, it is neceſſary 
to conſider, that while the Soul is united to the 
Body, its Attention is divided by divers Kinds of 
Senſations, Imaginations, and Paſſions; it fecls 
the Objects which act on the Body, according to 
their diſſerent manner of Influence; and theſe 
different ways of perceiving, are call'd Senſations. 
On theſe the Soul forms its Ideas of all things, 
to which it is united by its Paſſions, and is always 
employ d about theſe Objects, and not only em- 
ploy'd, but Icans and repoſes on them, when it 
is not entirely united to Gop: For not being 
made with a Capacity to ſuſtain itſelf, the Soul 
neceſſarily ſeeks ſome forcign Support. It was 
ſorm'd to know and love, but finding nothing 
within ſufficient to ſatisfy theſe Inclinations, it is 
forc'd with ſome other Objects to fill the Void it 
finds in itſelf. Some of theſe Objects make a- 
grecable Impreſſions on the Senſe ; others content 
our Curioſity and Vanity; others relieve the 
Mind, by turning it from things which appear 
diſguſting ; ſome nouriſh its Hopes, while others 
fortily it againſt its Fears. The Soul inclines to 
all the Objects of Senſc, and is engag'd and ſup- 

ported 
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ported by them, in ſuch a manner, that it cannot 
prove a Separation without Pain and Emotion. 

Wr are not always ſenſible of theſe Ties, but 
the Soul begins to feel them, when it comes to 
be ſeparated from what it loves: It has then a 
Senſe of the Privation, proportionable to its Uni- 
on with them: So true is that Maxim of St. Au- 
guſtin,“ Tis impoſſible to loſe any thing with- 
« out Sorrow, but what we poſſeſs without 
« Paſlion“. | 

Tur xx arc few Perſons free from an infinite 
number of theſe Engagements; and tho' we are 
ignorant of them, till an actual Separation diſco- 
vers what they are, we may nevertheleſs conceive 
ſomething, by ſeparating ourſelves from them in 
our Thoughts, and imagining we are deprived 
of them by ſome Accident. 

For Inſtance, take a Perſon who does not 
ſeem to place his Happineſs in the Objects of 
Sight, and fancics they contribute nothing to the 
Tranquility of his Mind ; and ſuppoſe him ſud- 
denly depriv'd of his Sight, tho' in all other Cir- 
cumſtances, happy, we ſhould find him affected 
with the Loſs, as the greateſt Misfortune. The 
Sight of Mankind gives us ſome Conſolation, be- 
cauſe we always diſcover in them a certain Ap- 
pearance of Compaſſion, capable to give us ſuc- 
cour in our Neceſſities; which at leaſt indulges 
our Hopes, and thoſe Hopes excite a kind of 
ſecret Joy. 


Tur Objects, which in ſome reſpects are diſ- 
guſting to the Soul, and raiſe its Fears and Aver- 
L ſion, | 
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ſion, yet in other Views fail not to ſuſtain it. For 
| tho' theſe uncaſy Paſſions cannot be altogether 
appeas'd, yet the Imagination always furniſhes 
them with Mcans, or Hopcs that quict them, 
| while the Purſuit of theſe Means, or the Hopes of 
arriving at the End of their Deſires, employ and 
divert the Mind. | 

ALL the Objects to which the Soul is join'd, 
by the Senſes, Imagination, Reaſon, or Paſſions, 
are its Goods and Riches; and even thoſe we 
call Poor, abound in theſe fort of Goods, If 
they want Palaces, or even a Cottage, they have 
the Sky, the Sun, and Stars, of which the Proſ- 
pect is ſo magnificent, that St. Auguſtine ſays, 
« Tis a greater Bleſſing for the Poor to behold 
« the Heavenly Luminarics, than for the Rich 
&« to view their golden Lamps. | 
TLuvus in the Privation of ſome Advantages, 
we. comfort ourſclves with others, true or falſe, 
that we either poſſeſs or hope for. As the Body 
always finds ſomething to bear it, even when thro' 
Weatineſs it falls to the Ground, it there finds a 
Support : So the Soul, ſick and feeble, never fails 
of ſomething to ſuſtain it; and when there is no- 
thing real, forms imaginary Supports, on which 
(vain as they arc) it leans, 

Tn1s Neceſſity of human Conſolations is not 
peculiar to vicious Men; in ſome degree, the | 
Vertuous want their Relief. There are fer- 
ſons ſo perfect, but they have ſtill ſome — | 
Tye to the World. Fatigued by a long Atten=, 
tion to Spiritual Objects, they are forc'd, in di- 
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vers Inſtances, to abandon themſelves, and fly, 
for Satisfaction, to their Friends, their Children, 
their Eſtates, to a Ficld of their own planting, 
or an Edifice of their own raiſing. 

T rrs is the Condition of Man in this Life, 
which may help us to comprehend what Death is, 
with the Effects it produces. We ought to look 
on it as the Rupture of all that unites us to the 
Creatures; a general Separation from, the Objects 
of Senſe; the cancelling all human Ties, and 
every Pleaſure the Soul found in them; with a 
total privation of what it lov'd and enjoy d on 
Earth. When a Man dies, he loſes not only 
what he call'd his Wealth, but the Firmament, 
the Sun, the Stars, the Air, the Earth, and all 
the reſt of Nature; he loſes his Body, and all 
thoſe Sentiments that gave him pleaſure; he loſes 
his Relations, his Friends, and all Mankind; he 
loſes all Relief, all Support; and in ſhort, all 
the Objects of his Senſes and Paſſions. 

IN Deed if the Soul, in ſome degree united to 
theſe, finds itſelf united to Gop, by a holy Love, 
tho' the Privation of the Creatures, cauſes ſome 
Emotion, yet it ſinks not into Deſpair ; for this 
divine Principle ſuſtains it, and growing more 
active, confirms its Hopes, of being ſhortly 
united to, and overwhelm'd in that Abyſs of 
Pleaſure, which alone can ſatisfy all its Capacity 
of loving. 

Bor who is able to conceive the State of the 
miſerable Soul, when it comes, by Death, to be 
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rent from all the Objects of its Inclinations; from 
all that ſuſtain'd it, during Life, and finds nothing 
in itſelf, on which to lean. Its Propenſities to 
Love, and enjoy what it lov'd, become, beyond 
compariſon, more lively and ardent, while all 
the Soul was fond of, eſcapes and flies before her, 
with an cverlaſting Flight, without leaving the 
leaſt Hope of Fruition ; ſhe loſes all, finds no- 
thing, all ſinks under her, all vaniſhes, and diſ- 
appears for ever. 

*T rs not poſſible, in this World, to compre- 
hend a State ſo perfectly miſerable ; all one can 
fay, to give ſome Idea of it, is this: Tis a ter- 
rible Fall of the Soul, by a ſudden Removal of 
all its Supports; 'tis an horrible Faminc, by a 
Privation of its Nouriſhment ; *tis an infinite 
Void, by the Annihilation of all that fill'd it ; 
tis an extream Poverty, by the entire Loſs of 
that which was its Wealth; 'tis a ghaſtly Soli- 
tude, by the Separation i it 4245 itſelf in, from all 
Union and Society; tis a dreadſul Deſolation, by 
the want of all Conſolation; tis a cruel Rupture, 
which violently rends the Soul from every Ob- 
ject of its Love. 
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LETTER 1 


From PH1LARIO, to his Friend; relat- 
ing his unhappy Amour with AMAS1A. 


My dear Cnanonr, | 
SEGA HATEVER reproaches my Vf 
Þ ee tollics have deſerved, I know my 
“preſent misfortunes will raiſe your 
1 27 compaſſion. — The gentle AuAstA 
is no more, ſhe expir'd in my arms, 
and I have paid the laſt rites to her memory. 
Your ſuſpicions were juſt, that I had pervert- 
ed and ſecretly kept her, contrary to all the 
friendly admonitions you gave me. The ſpring 
of my miſery was my father's marrying me at 
twelve years old (O curſed avarice!) to'a girl 
of ten, only to ſecure her vaſt fortune to his 


tamily. As I grew old, inſtead of liking, I con- 
S ccived 


OS TERS 


ceived un unconqucrable averſion to the innocent 


creature; but no arguments could prevail with 


my father to break the contract, and I was as 
obſtinate never to compleat the marriage. Thus 
entangled I grew uncaſy, which-my ſiſter obſery- 
ing, to divert my chagrin, often carried me with 
her, to vilit a young lady deſcended from a 
good family, but decay'd in fortune and ob- 
ſcure: having never met her before in any pub- 
lick place, I was ſurprized at the fight of ſuch 
an accompliſh'd beauty, which her fine genius, 


and a thouſand elegancics in her converſation ſtill 


heighten d. Here the guilty inclination began; 
which, never preſaging its fatal cvent, I cheriſh- 
ed, and reſolved to be happy, in ſpite of the 
incumbrance of my young wiſe, who, without 
any matrimonial cares at her heart, diverted her- 
ſelf with her babies and play-things; while J, 
priviledged by my ſiſter's diſcretion and intima- 
cy, continued my viſits to Au As 1A whom ve 
always found with her mother, the pious and diſ- 
creet Syphronia, whoſe only fault was being a little 
too reſcry'd and ſcvere in her temper. But Ax A- 
8IA had a natural diſpoſition to books and ſoli- 
tude, with a temper rather ſerious and penſive, 
than gay; which made the ſtrictneſs of her mo- 
ther's conduct and her own confinement caſy. 
The little focicty ſhe had was with ſome grave 
and good women of Sophronia's acquaintance, 
who took care to inform her, that all the men 
of the preſent age were rakes and atheiſts, and 
the young women no better, nor hardly ſo good 
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as they ſnould be; and that converſing with ſuch 
ſage perſons as themſelves was the moſt reputable 
thing ſhe could do. ANA814 aſſented to their 
wiſe maxims, my ſiſter and I being the only ac- 
quaintance of a modern character that were ad- 
mitted to the houſe. I made my felt ſo agreea- 
ble to Sophronia, that I got the office of reader 
to the family ; but, to my ſecret mortification, 
inſtead of plays, ſhe confined me to hiſtory, or 
ſermons, tho” my accent was better ſuited to the 
ſtage than the pulpit: however my fair audience 
were plcas'd and attentive, and I would rather 
have taken Orders than have loſt my employment. 
But it was not long betore cautious Sophronia faw 
through the diſguiſe of my zeal ; and obſerving 
a greater gaicty than was uſual to AMAs1TA's 
temper, in converſing with me; ſhe told my ſiſter 
freely her ſuſpicions, intreating her, as ſhe va- 
lued her daughter's reputation, to bring me no 
more with her. My lifter, who was perfectly 
virtuous, was alarm'd at the diſcovery, and would 
never from thar time ſuffer me to accompany her. 
I had now no way to let AMAs1TA know the 
violence of my paſſion, but by a letter, which 
unluckily fell into her mother's hands; by this, 
confirm'd in her fears, the charg'd AM ASTA, as 
the expected her bleſſing, to ſend back any future 
billet from me unopen'd; which ſevere injunction 
ſhe punctually obey d till her mother's death, which 
happen d in the midſt of this adventure: ſhe was 
ſuddenly ſeized, and finding her ſickneſs mortal, 
ſhe took the weeping fair by the hand, demanding, 
B 2 as 


s SPIT E50K-$ 


as the laſt proof of her duty, that ſhe would in 
the preſence of the all- ſeeing Deity promiſe ne- 
ver to converſe with mc, or receive my addreſſes. 

This Aux As TA could not deny a dying tender 
parent: but oh! how fatal to her ſelf and me 
was this engagement! how wild was my grief, 
when my ſiſter informed me of the cruel obliga- 
tion ! However, I waitcd 'till the tormalitics of 
ſorrow due to her mother's memory were paſt 
when with the impaticnce of love I haſted to her 
houſe, and bribing her ſcrvant, got admittance 
without Amas1a's knowledge to her chamber. 

Never did her charms. appear to ſuch advan- 
tage: the ſoſt ſurprize, the modeſt confuſion, the 
ſtruggle between a tender inclination, and the 
reſtraint ot conſcious honour, gave her a thou- 
land nameleſs graces: whether the yielding beau- 
ty with a gentle languiſhment betray'd the paſ- 
fion the had long diſguis'd, or whether recover- 
ing her felt with all the pomp of virtue ſhe re- 
proach'd my attempt, ſtill ſhe put on reſiſtleſs 
charms ; but in cvery tranſporting varicty of her 
temper, I faw my own advantage, nor left the 
conqueſt unfiniſh'd. With deep repentance, I 
now confeſs, it gave me an impious pleaſure to 
find love triumphant over all the pride of virtue; 
but heaven ſoon avenged its cauſe, and humbled 
me in the height of my ſucceſsful inſolence. 

J had not Jorg continued my viſits to A M A- 
814, but an affair of conſcquence required my 
abſence tor ſom: weeks; in the mean time ſhe 
was ſcized with a fever. As ſhe found the ſymp- 

toms 


— 
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toms mortal, ſhe: wrote and immediately ſent me 
this Letter, 


My dear PILARI o, 
HER E are thoſe ages of love, that heaven, 
aud eternal ſeries of tranquillity and joy, 
with which you prophanely flatterd me? The 
bright aelitfion, the viſionary paradiſe is already 
loft : my ſun is ſetting at noon; an untimely even- 
ing draws its ſhadows over all my promis d joys. 
That immortal bloom, thoſe heavenly charms that 
you told me might bid defiance to ſickneſs and age, 
are already blaſied by a crue] Diſeaſe : a ſudden 
autumn has wither'd my prime; the lillies droop, the 
roſes die, chilling winter has faded my youthful 
[pring. —= But a few days more and I am duſt. 
This truth ſits heavy on my ſoul, and brings my 
guilt with its full aggravation in view my mo- 
ther's dying admonitions, my broken vows terrify 
me to diftration. My crime was not the ges of 
ignorance and inadvertency ; pitying angels ſet the 
penalties of eternal damnation, and the recompence 
of an immortal crown in proſpe# before me; the 
caverns of death diſclos'd their terrors, and the 
realms of celeſtial light open'd their glories to my 
ative imaginaticn ; I was forewarn'd by the ad- 
vice of a dying parent of the infamy aud ruin, to 
which this ſoft temptation betray'd me : I had ex- 
perienc'd the ſutisfactious of reaſon and virtue. But 
for you I ventur'd on preſent and future perditiou, 
and gave up my title to all the joys of immortality; 
and now ye regions of divine delight, you have no 
| altraci- 
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attractions for a mind ſo impure, I would only fly 
to you, as a retreat from infernal miſery. 
And yet, too charming youth ! you engage my a- 

| fetions; I would live, but {O fatal madneſs !} I 
would live for you : by you I was ſeduc'd, but oh ! 
may your ſoul ſtand clear of my ruin! 'Tis my ſelf 
not you I would accuſe. 

Laſt night (if waking or in a dream I am uncer- 
tain) my mother's venerable ſhade, majeſtick in 
heavenly ſplendor appear d to me, and bid me, Prt- 
pare for the ſilent "Tomb! — hat preparation can 
I make? What penitence can attone for repeated per- 
jury, for crimes againſt the cleareſt comvittions of 
heavenly light, and the ſanction of voluntary vows? 

What figures of ſpeech could you make uſe of to 
take off from vices like theſe their deformity © What 
eloquence did you employ thus to pervert my judg- 
ment? By what infernal inchantment was I led on 
to mine own deſtrudtion? — You have undone me, 
but I am hopeleſs / Can you make no repavation ? 
| Cannot you reverſe the injury, and talk as well in 
the cauſe of heaven as you did in the intereſt of 
bell? —— Oh make the compaſſionate trial — Can 
you pray? — Can you implore mercy for me? — Per- 
ſuaſion dwell upon your tongue / Could you be fin- 
cere heaven perhaps may hear; — My ftrength is 
ſpent / — I faint “ — Fly to my affiftance, that 
at leaſt I may take a laſt farewell, AMASIA. 


This letter ſurpriſed and diſtracted me, I 
knew not what I did or ſaid: but I order'd my 
horſes, and return'd with all the ſpeed that love 

| could 
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could give me to the idol of my ſoul, whom I 
found by intervals in her perſect ſenſes but in 
the agonics of death. 

The melancholy ſcene will never quit my me- 
mory. Death came, attended by his real and fanta- 
ſtick horrors ; he made his approach with every 
circumſtance terrible to nature or reaſon : never 
was the paſlage to his waſte dominions more 
gloomy ; never did a departing ſpirit quit the 
light of heaven with more reluctance. 

Oh / ſhe cricd, graſping my hand, whither am 
1 zoing ? to what unknown regious © On what de- 
ſolate coaſts am I doom d eternally to wander ? How 
dark the entrance, how long the paſſage that opens 
before * . See youder ſullen ghoſt: Jecous me 

away / auother pale ſpedrs ſummons me to 
the grave, and bids me mingle with the dead. 
How my ſenſes wander | === Oh for @ month's =—== 
a week's —— an hou;”s reprieve ] Then, fixing her 
cager eyes on mine, ſhe ask'd, Cannot you procure 
this for me, after all your boaſted love? — I ant 
cited to the ſupream tribunal, — have you the 
hardineſs to appear for me? — T he whole crea- 
tiou cannot aid me in this extremity / After which 
the lay long ſpeechleſs and convuls'd, and caſting 
a diſmal glance at me, with a heavy groan cxpir'd. 

I'could not refuſe this ſad recital to your re- 
queſt, and my avow'd confidence in you: tis 
ſome kind of relieſ to pour my grief into your 
boſom, and to cxcite in yours a generous com- 
paſſion, which I know you fecl ſo e 
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From CASSANDER, fo 4 Gentleman at Venice, 
relating the murder of his friend. 


Joy dear Fx IE ND, 
H! why do I prophane that ſacred 
tile! If you knew me you would 
| WI tart, as if the fiends below had giv- 
Jen you that appellation. — But I 
| muſt unmask my ſelf, whatever 
horror the monſtrous appearance gives you: 
perhaps ſome ſparks of pity may mingle with 
your averſion, when you find my miſery bears 
ſome proportion to my guilt. 

Oh think what it is! — Imagine the dreadful 
ſcene I would unycil ! — Recal the moſt tragical 
action, that was ever repreſented on the ſtage ; 

or the moſt bloody effect of fury, that has been 

really perpetrated in human liſe! 
Why do not the tears that fall from my eyes 
ſtain the paper with a ſanguine hue? Why does 
not blood inſtead of ink flow from my pen in 
i diſmal characters, to mark my crime? Why 
ſhould I expreſs my ſelf in the language of men, 
and not invoke the infernal furies to teach me 
their dialect, that. I may give my guilt its pro- 
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per aggravation: for mine's a deed of darkneſs, 

fit for the records of hell — Murder! — execra- 
ble murder! — This curſed hand that trembles 
every nerve to relate it, gave the deadly Wound! 
— Horror ! -— Confuſion! — Scarce can I re- 
irain by the wildeſt imprecations to haſten that 
- vengeance, at which I tremble ; — 'twill fall too, 
ſoon, and with ſome terrible diſtinction : for 
mine was a fin of a ſuperior note, mark'd with 
uncommon malignity. 

In vain am I acquitted at a human tribunal, 
by the partiality of juſtice, and the ſolicitations 
of powerful friends; while by my own con- 
{cience and the divine laws I am evidently con- 
demn'd. What plea ſhall I find againſt the re- 
proaches of my own reaſon, that reſtleſs moni»: 
tor within? To what ſhelter ſhall I fly from un- 
erring juſtice ? — Hide me, ye rocks : ? cover me 
ye mountains, from the purſuit of eternal ven- 
geance! | 

My ſin was an outrage againſt nature, a defi- 
ance of all the laws of friendſhip and humanity. 
— You dare not believe me, when I tell you 'twas 
my friend? — Oh diſtracting thought! — my 
friend! — the young, the gentle Antonio that L 
murder d! — I ſee him fall! — I fee him bleed ! 
—— The ſoul ſits quivering on his lips, his eye- 
balls rowl in death! — I behold the gaping 
wound, the laſt convulſive pangs, the pale and 
ſenſeleſs corps extended on the ground! 'The 
dreadful ſcene is for ever new, and riſes before 
me with inſulting horror. The viſionary terrors 

| C haunt 
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haunt my ſolitary retreats, and damp the joy of 
ſociety: my days are unacquainted with peace, 
my nights with reſt; the whole creation is an un- 
diftinguiſh'd chaos ; the skies have loſt their 
light, the fields their verdure; every charm is 
blotted from the face of nature; the {ſweeteſt o- 
dours no more refreſn me ; harmony with its 
ſoothing tones no more dclights me; I ſicken at 
the moſt luxurious banquets ; the richeſt wines 
have loſt their flavour; beauty no more invites, 
nor plcaſure with her ſofteſt eloquence allures me. 

Thoſe fair gardens, where art and nature com- 
bine to rival all that has been tabled of the vale 
of Tempe, or the Cyprian groves, theſe ſoft re- 
treats, which were late my pride and delight, 
now yicld a gloomy proſpect, and look like the 

ſeats of de ſolation and deſpair: for here the bloody 
fact was donc; here I violated nature's great ori- 

ginal law, defy d eternal juſtice, and feal'd wy 
own perdition. 

You know with what frenzy: I doated on the 
artful Marcella; ſhe was the idol of my thoughts. 
With her I ſpent my gay licentious hours, re- 
gardleſs of my honour, my country, or my * 

| friends; for her I contriv'd gardens of pleaſure, 

open' d chriftal fountains, rais'd bowers, perfum'd 
with every fragrant bloſſom to entertain her; nor 
once believ d the could be capable of ingraticads, 

till that fatal night when J ns nin her with the 
unhappy Antonio. | 

T return'd more early than uſual from an ap- 
nn debauch, and not finding Marcella in her 

appartment, 
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appartment, I run immediately into a private gar- 


den, where ſhe ſometimes took an Evening walk. 


The moon ſhone clear, and at the entrance of an 
arbour, I ſaw her ſitting with Antonio, looſely 
reclining his head in her lap: he roſe, and came 
ſorward ſmiling, whether with an air of inſult, 


or railery, I did not ſtay to conſider, but fluſb'd 


with wine, and enrag'd with jealouſy, I drew my 
ſword, and ſtabb'd him through the heart, while 
Marcella in a ſwoon lay cold and ſenſeleſs at my 
feet. 

My rage was ; ſpent in a moment, my amo- 
rous flame extinguith'd, and friendſhip with all 
its force return d triumphant on my ſoul. I'threw 
my ſelf on the ground, by the dying youth, ſup- 
ported and embrac'd him, melted into tears, and 
call'd aloud on his pity to forgive me: my ſer- 
vants were alarm d, and ruſhing into the garden 
beheld the bloody Coe | 

By this time Marcella was e from her 
{woon, and reproachd my rafhneſs, aſſuring me 
ſhe had employed all her art to perſuade him to 
comply with that fatal affignation ; ſhe frankly 
ond he had been long the object of her fondeſt 
defires, but that till then he had refus'd any ſe- 
cret appointment with her, from a ſenſe of friend 
ſhip to me, and juſtice to his young and beauti- 
ful wite, whom he ſincerely lov'd. 

This diſcovery diſtracted me: I curs'd my ſelf 
and her, and charg'd her to fly my ſight for e- 
ver, leaſt I ſhould double my guilt, and inure 
my ſelf to murder. I was ſo far from endeavour- 
C 2 ing 
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ing to eſcape the rigour of the law, that I chal- 
leng d it, call'd aloud for the miniſters of juſtice, 
witneſs d againſt my own Liſc, and avow'd the 
barbarous fact. But however I was clcar'd by a 
human verdict, I ſtand condemn'd by a higher 
and morc righteous deciſion: my conſcience tells 
me ; | 


— 7 he Door is four, 
The Fudge has paſs 4 my everlaſting doom, 
"Which all created power can ne er reverſe. 
My day's for ever gone, my ſun is ſet 
"OP final darkneſs, neer jo riſe again. | 
| Wy I Summer's peut, eternal winter's come, 
TY The ſeaſon's paſt, = . Mp: 
% Rs me no, ray of mercy cer will ſpine, : 
NN filing beam of hope will ever riſe, 
1 Fu ice divine, aud ſelf-condemning guilt, 
Conſiu me over to eternal Woe. 


- What repentance is there for a wretch who 
can make no reſtitution? The injury I have done 
can never be cancell'd : *twas deſperate, twas ir- 
reparable miſchict, that I brought on the wretch- 
ed Antonio; I cut off his ſpace of tryal, his pro- 
bation for immortal joys, and tore him from all 
his future hopes of ſalvation. I perhaps ſur- 
priz'd him with all his fins and unrepented fol- 
lies on his head ; his guilt might that inſtant be 
in its ſulleſt magnitude, while I, with a more 
than infernal rage, ſeiz'd the curſed moment, and 
ſent an immortal ſpirit to hell, He may now be 


loading me with — and ſounding re- 
venge 
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yenge through the caverns of darkneſs, againſt a 
miſcreant that barr'd the gates of bliſs, and. o- 
pen'd his paſſage to the dungeons of miſery and 
endleſs deſpair. 

'Theſe are the horrible images that haunt, and 
ſometimes drive me to the precipice of ruin. 
Laſt night in a dead and ſilent hour I took my 
ſword and went ſoftly into my garden, reſolving 
to ſtab my ſelf (O wild are the intervals of my 
grict) on the ſame place where I murder'd my 
friend: hen I came near I ſaw, or my fancy on- 
ly made it real, a ghaſtly phantome reſembling 
the murder'd Autonio, ſtanding on the very ſpot 
where I gav the fatal thruſt ; his countenance 
wan and doletul; his motionleſs eyes fix'd full on 
mine; while his and pointed to * well inita- 


ted r on his breaſt. 


The ſight wither'd my ſtrength; and the frond 
drop d from my trembling hand; guilt made me 
a coward, and with a childiſh * I haſtily re- 
tir d to my chamber, calling one of my ſervants to 
attend me. So unlike am I grown to my felt, L 
fart at a ſhadow, and ſhudder at the preſage of 
a dream, am ſurrounded with ill omens, and 
tormented with more direful forebodings within. 

We talk of racks, of hiſſing ſnakes, and gnaw- 
ing worms; but all the emphaſis of human lan- 
guage cannot deſcribe the tortures of an accuſing 
conſcience. The united force of art and nature 
cannot yield the leaſt relief. The light of para- 
diſe could not chear me: the ſongs of angels 


would but heighten my remorſe, and augment 
the 


14 in TEA 
the exquiſite anguiſh: the gloom of impenetrable 
night, and the ſound of cternal tempeſts, would 
ſooner ſooth theſe unutterable agonics. | 
What privilege is my being? why am I curs'd 
with immortality ? Oh that my ſcvere judge, my 
omni potent adverſary would ſpeak me again into 
my primitive nothing, and with one potent word 


n ene? 


T, "2 beafts are . hs come forth and keep | 
Short watch on earth, aud then lie down and ſleep o 
Pain is for man, and ob. how vaſt a pain ot 
* crimes that n the Godhead bleed in vain 
Dr. You ns; 


. a do I think it in vain for me? 4 4 
of all human race exempted ? Am I the only dis 
ſtinguſh'd ſinner excluded from the benefit of 
that infinite: atonement? Am I on earth, or ſhue 
up in the infernal Priſon? Oh ſtay thou glimmes 
ring beam of hope, with one heavenly viſit chear 
my benighted ſoul! An uncertain af, a flattering 
Poffibility, would be a momentary heaven to me: 

twould be redemption from hell; pardon to a 
N een ſpirit. N yet, 


VI muft periſh, . at thy feet 
The humble victim of thy wrath ſball fall, 


Imploring mercy ſtilt; ' for mercy reigns 
Triumphant in thy nature tis thy boaſt, 
The attribute that reigns on this fide hell, 


My 
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My dear Clerimont, excuſe my freedom; tis 
ited for miſcry to complain: had I * 
quainted with a perſon of more piety and gene- 
rous compaſſion than your ſelf, I had ſpar d you 
the reading of this, melancholy relation, to which 
your long ſtay at Venice has made you a ftranger. 
Adieu. I know you will pity — 


The wretched CasSAanvDEtR. 
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To BeL1NnDA, from SILVIA, to inform her of 
the reaſons of her ſudden reireat into the country. 


My dear BELIN DA, 
Rea Am indeed got back again 
7 | To harmleſi plainwork, and to croaking rooks, 
Old faſhion'd halls, dull aunts, and godly books, 
; Mr. Por. 


to a view of nature in that ſimplicity which you 


rally ſo agreeably: but tis here I have recover'd 


my peace, and am again grown a reaſonable crea- 
ture; to which thoſe godly books that you ſeem 
to have ſuch a notion of, have very much contri- 
buted, particularly biſhop Tillotſon. 

I ſee you ſmile, not in malice, but good na- 
ture, at the ſober confeſſion, and want of delica- 


cy in the choice of my reading: it diverts you, 
I know, that I ſhould let Dryden and Otway lie 


ſtupidly by me, and impertinently ſpend an hour 
in reading a ſermon; that when I am fo well at 
caſe in this world, it ſhould ever enter into my 
head to think of another; and, that in the bloom 


of eighteen, I ſhould have ſuch a gloomy diſpo- 
ſition, as to think my ſelf mortal: and, if you 


will 


Moral and Entertaining. 17 


will forgive me, I will own, that I ſometimes 
read the bible, in contempt of all modern refine- 
ments, and hope to form my lite on that anti- 
quated ſcheme, Theſe are, I conteſs, my dear 
Belinda, a very unfaſhionable ſet of thoughts, 
and have nothing in them modiſh or polite, 

I belicve you will be very inquiſitive to find 
what has put theſe odd, theſe ſtrange unaccount- 

able wWhimſies into my brad 

'Tis love, (you ſtart — you pity — you pray for 
me) but tis love, a tender hopeleſs paſſion, that 
has had this ſurprizing effect! "Tis an abſolute 
deſpair of being happy in this world, that has 
put me on endeavours to ſecure the happineſs of 
the next: Could I have poſſeſt the idol of my 
ſoul, I had becn at reſt, and had loſt the reliſh of 
ſuperior joys, 

But mine, with confuſion T own it, was a 
criminal affection forbid by earth and heaven; 
my bliſs was prohibited by laws human and di- 
vine. This confeſſion will ſurprize you, but 
could you know the ſeverity of my conduct, you 
would excuſe me. I have torn my ſelf from the 
ſight of the lovely youth for ever, though I 
could have loſt the light of the ſun with leſs re- 
luctance. My haſty retreat into the country was 
free and voluntary; and not, as was thought, 
the effect of my father's command. I was ſincere, 
heaven is my witneſs, in my deſire to free my 
{elt from the criminal paſſion, and I thought the 
moſt certain way to conqueſt, was by flight. 


D You 


* 
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You know the tour my brother made to Paris, 
brought him acquainted with Monſieur le Comte 
de R-—, and when he came into England, my 
brother return'd with his family: I was in town, 
and waited on Madame la Comteſſe, who did me 
the honour to detain me ſome time with her. 

Monſieur le Comte was one of the handſomeſt 
and beſt bred men in the worid, and had as much 
of the Engliſh gravity as was agreeable to my own. 
temper, which made me find his converſat ion 
very gratctul and entertaining; nor had 1 the 
leaſt ſuſpicion that there was any hazard in ſuch 
a harmleſs ſatisfaction. I had convers'd in town 
with as much freedom as a virtuous education 
allow'd, and kept an equal indifference, without 
the lcaſt inclination to love, or even re to 
hate any mortal man. 


The Comte was perfectly well-bred, and my 
yanity made me interpret every little turn of gal- 
lantry, as the mark of ſome peculiar value and in- 


nocent; friendſhip he had tor me: any other 


thought would have ſhock d my dclicacy, and 
put me on my guard, againſt the guilty paſſion 


I ound kindling in my own breaſt, which, in- 1 


ftcad of oppoling, I indulg'd as gratitude, and a 
juſt ſenſe of merit. 

But I was ſoon ſenſible of the deluſion, and 
how ealily vice betrays an unguarded mind, under 
the ſpecious diſguiſc of virtue. I found this free- 
dom of conyerſation would prove fatal to all the 
peace and innocence of my mind, which had now 


loſt its native calmneſs, and I began to experience 
all 
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all the fantaſtick ecilects of ſpl-en, vapours, ca- 
price; in ſhort, an uncaſineſs with my ſelf, and 
cycry thing elſe in the world, the charming Com- 
tefſe her ſelf not excepted. 

Bur this ſet my guilt before me in its full ag- 
grayztion. Envy and deceit had *till now been 
ſtrangers to my breait, which made me ftart at 
the monſtrous torms : every new favour from 
Madame la Comteſſe reproach'd me with violating 
the truit and confidence the had in my truth and 
virtue, and for having a with that ſne had been 
leſs beautiful and deſerving. The aſſection and 
intimacy with which ſhe treated me, gave me. an 
horror for my fclf, and I was again generous and 
linccre, and, as I thought, perfectly confirm'd 
in virtue, *till the charming Comte appear d, when 
I found my ſelſ jcalous, unjuſt, and perverted to 
vice in a moment. 

However, I diſguis'd my folly, from a ſecret 
delicacy in paint of reputation, and an unaſſected 
ſenſe of honour. I am aſham'd to tell you I had 
a thought that necded a diſguiſe, tho' twas in- 
voluntary and unallow'd : bur I was an ill diſſem- 
bler, and have ſome reaſon to believe the real 


diſpoſition of my heart was perceiv'd by the 


Comte, who, one evening, ſurpriz'd me reclin'd 
on the ſide of a fountain repeating theſe Lincs. 


Come bleſt religion with thy angels face, 
Difpel this gloom and brighten all the place 
Drive this deſtructive paſſion from my breaſt, 


"0 my ſorrows, aud reſtore my reſt ! 
D 2 Seto 


H TT ES 

Shew me the path the ſainted-virgins trod, 
Mean me from earth, and raiſe my ſoul to God ! 
No more let guilty love my heart inflame . 


The Comte underſtood Engliſh perfectly well; 
but I recover'd my ſelf with as good a grace as I 
could, and put on more gaity and aſſurance than 
was indecd natural to my diſpoſition; and to 
conceal my diſorder, left him with precipitancy, 
and return'd to the Comteſſe, who was in her ap- 
partment reading the ſtory of Rhetea in the lite 
of Cyrus ;, ſhe ask'd me, How Ii it? The 
Queſtion I am perſuaded was accidental, but I 
anſwer d, That I thought it well told. However, 
it awaken'd my remorſe, and gave me an exqui- 
ſitc ſenſe of the injuſtice of my ſecret inclinations. 

From this moment I reſolvd to go back into 
the country, to conceal and conquer my folly. 
The tenderneſs and unaffected concern the Com 
teſſe expreſsꝰ i in parting with me, confirm'd my 
virtue, and gave me a fſccret confulion for the 
injuſtice of having wiſh'd her leſs happy. The 
calmneſs and ſanctity of my ſoul ſeem'd to be re- 
ſtor'd, and I had left the place a conqueror, if 
the Comte had not led me to the coach, and by an 
accidental ſigh, and a fort ot a ſerious air in his 
tace, given my mind a ſofter turn, and convinc'd 
me of the vanity of human confidence, and that 
I had triumph'd without a victory. 

But the retirement of the country, and ſerious 
reflection, ſoon freed me trom the tumultuous 
ellects of a guilty paſſion : the ſcene alter'd with 

infinite 


1 % 
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infinice advantage, and all grew peaceful and 
ſerene. I am-now reconcil'd to my ſelf, and find 
an ineffable fatisfattion in the ſilent approbation 


ol my own conduct; a ſatisſaction ſuperior to all 
the empty applauſe of the crowd. I reflect with 


pleaſure on the happy change. My foul ſeems 
now in its proper ſituation, and conſcious of its 
dignity, looks above this world for its reſt and 
happineſs: I am almoſt in a ſtate of inſenſibility, 
with regard to mortal things, and have fix'd my 
views on thoſe infinite delights, which will be the 
certain rewards of virtue. 


What is there here to fill theſe vaſt deſires? 
Should fancy all her dazling ſcenes diſplay, 
Our wiſhes unconſiud would wander ſtill 
Beyond the limits of theſe narrow skies, 
In ſearch of boundleſs and immortal joys. 


Adicu my dear Belinda As long as I leave 
you to the quiet poſſeſſion of the dear town and 
its dear joys, you will not envy me all that a 
gay imagination can form of future pleaſures, -- 
J have truſted you with the inmoſt ſecrets of my 
ſoul, and know I can depend upon your fidelity. 


I am, 
Your unalterable Friend, 


SILVIA. 
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1 
all the arictics of human folly, and 
5, FRAN ſearch'd cvery vanity below the ſun : 
I have tricd what was to be found in 
madneſs ; women, winc, and trolick have divided 
my hours; and I am now trying what ſatisfaction 
wiſdom and philoſophy can y icld. You have 
made me at laſt a convert to natural religion, and 
turned me into ,a ſort of a virtuous hcathen : 
Morality in its practice is no longer my averſion : 
I begin to think reaſon and immortality the 
higheſt advantages of humanity. That there is a 
GOD all nature crics aloud through all her 
works; and while I am attending thoſe ſacred 
dictates, in ſuch raptures as theſe I often addreſs 


myſelt, 


7 1 „ 
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To the unknown G O D. 


Whatc&er thou art, thou excellence unknown /! 
*Tis thee this all thy various works we ſeek. 
Theſe ſecret languiſhments, theſe fierce deſires, 
Home er licentious, free and unconfin'd, 


Purſue, 
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Purſue, un ſeen, an obje# infinite. | e 
Thro' ev'ry fair diſguiſe the leading GOD 
Allures our eager ſouls. ' That roſy bluſh, 

Thoſe ſparkling eyes, and ſoft enchanting Smiles, 
Recery'd their charms from thee Beauty is eine 

In all its conquering powers. 1n thee 

He trace up pleaſure to its ſacred ſource. 

e meet thee in the balmy weſtern breeze, 

The fragrance of the ſpring, the ſpicy I/les, 
And all Arabia breaths its ſweets from thee. 
From harmony to harmony we riſe, | 
To that ſuperior skill, which: tun'd the ſpheres, 
Gave melody to Gabriel's heav'nly lyre, 

Aud ev'ry moving grace to Rollis ſong. * 4%. 

Whatever ſacred force in muſik lies, 

The dying ftrain that calms. the wildeſt care, 
Or loftier note that prompts to glorigus deeds, a 
TY inſpiring O D dwells in the my/tick ſound, 
And charms and captivates the lift ung ſoul, 
Thro all her ſoft capacities of joy, 

But what art thou, the ſecret ſpring of life, 
Supream in all perfeftions, tho" unknown ? 
More lovely than the faireſt of thy works ; 

For thou art flill beyond ſimilitude, 
Hill riſing with diftinguiſb'd eminence, 
In perfect beauty, and unrival'd glory. 

But what thoſe beauties, what thoſe glories are, 
No mortal eye has ſeen, nor boldeſt flight 
Of fancy, in her gayeſt ſcenes conceiv'd, 

Some ſo oft celeſtial ecchoes from afar, 
Some glimm ring rays, with a reflected light, 
Attract our ſouls, and kindle warm defires, 


Impe= 


an 


Impetuous wiſhes, and aſpiring hopes; 
Which own no bounds, but infinitely free, 
Break thro' created limits with contempt, 
And ſeek the great original of bliſs. 

But oh ! if love — if love's the boaſted name 
And darling attribute, reveal thy ſelf, 
Unfold the heau'uly wonders of thy face, 
And ſtand in open majeſty confeſs'd ! 
MN by was I form d with theſe aſpiring thoughts, 

And elegant deſires, theſe boundleſs aims, 
That reach at nothing ſbort of GO D himſelf, 
If tis a bliſs impoſſible to man; 
If thou wilt never fill theſe vaſt deſires, 
Why were they raid? This eminence of thought 
Ts but my torment. — Oh recal again 
This glorious curſe, this thankleſs gift, my reaſon . 
This immortality, my dread ! my horror . 

Far rather had I fßlouriſb'd in a plant, 
And only reach'd a vegetable life, 
Open'd my bloſſoms to the riſing ſun, 
And drop'd their beauties e er the ev'ning cloſe 
Or had I mounted with the feather'd race 
In heights of air; or with my fellow brutes 
At freedom ranged the trackleſs deſart ver, 
Slept in à den, or ſtretch d my careleſs bulk 
HSecure in open fields, heedleſs of good 

Or evil, paſt or preſent, or to come. 

Ob envy d lot to mine if I muſt live 
Eternal years excluded from thy face. 
Be it in earth, or air, or iu the deep, 
Where thou art abſent ev'ry place is hell ! 


'The 
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The fields and woods are oſten witneſs to theſe 
ſoliloquies while I fly from man, to converſe with 
the great ſpirit of nature ; for you have at laſt 
convinc'd me of a Divine Preſence, with whoſe 
Immenſity I am ſurrounded. To this conſcious 
mind I ſometimes addreſs my ſelf ; with plea- 
ſure I grow acquainted with this propitions be- 
ing, and adore Him as the ſpring of my exiſtence. 
I ſeem to find ſome new capacities of happineſs 
awake in my foul. I languiſh for ſome unknown 
joys, ſome yet unexperienc'd pleaſures, and 
grow confident, that the power who rais'd theſe 
deſires, will at laſt gratify them. 

That filence, that felt-refleQtion and retirement, 
that was lately my horror, is now become my 
delight, while I am attending the dictates of 
reaſon, and ſincerely endcavouring to know the 
will of that divine mind; who muſt be too be- 
ni ficent to leave me in my preſent doubts, while: 
I am ſincerely ſceking the heavenly illumination. 

Thus far, my dear EuseBrvus, your argu- 
ments have had ſucceſs. I have the higheſt obli- 
gations to you for not ſuffering me to degrade 
my felf into the rank of animals, and for perſua- 
ding me to aſſume the dignity of a reaſonable 


creature: In that capacity I am 


Your moſt oblig'd humble Servant, 
PHILAND ER, 
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LETTER V. 
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pI 


To Hr. from AMORE , giving an account 
of her criminal paſſion for SEBASTIAN. 


Mandan, 


W ſhall I begin? What lan- 
guage can paint the confuſion of 
my thoughts? which, could you 
be ſenſible of, it would be ſome 
apology for the fatal ſecret I 
would diſcover, I am yet but a modeſt ſinner, 
and can neither excuſe, nor dare diſguiſe my 
guilt from one, who till now has ſhar'd all the 
ſecrets of my ſoul. 
Oh think what I would fay ! imagine what 
tis I find ſuch reluctance to diſcover, and which 
I muſt diſcover, tho' it coſts me all your cſtecm ! 
your eſteem, which has been my pride and hap- 
pineſs ; but cven that I will reſign, rather than 
ſuffer you to injure your own character, by 2 
continuance of that tricndſhip I have forfeited. 
I am not that modeſt innocent perſon you be- 
lieve me: There is no diſguiling my infamy, nor 
recovering my loſt honour. 


I know 
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T know you arc ſurprized, you hardly credit 
me, you would feign believe I have bely'd my 
ſelf, and what I have told you is the effect of 
ſpleen, melancholy, any thing but truth. Would 
to heaven that it was all frenzy and wild imagi- 
nation ! that I were innocently unhappy ! that I 
had loſt my reaſon, and kept my virtue ! 


Oh heavnly virtue ! thine's a ſacred flame, 
And ftill my foul pays homage to thy name. 


Ye chaſte and holy thoughts, that once poſſeſs d 
my ſoul, return again!] return ye ſmiling ſcenes 
of innocence and peace! Ye ſecret conſolations 
of religion! ye gentle whiſpers of conſcience ! 
ſpeak peace again to my unquict breaſt ! 

I have not yet begun my fatal ſtory ; — Oh let 
it never be told! let it be loſt in eternal oblivion v 
— but that's impoſlible, tis regiſter d on my heart. 


In what dark cavern ſhall I hide my head ? 
Where ſeek retreat, now innocence is fled © 


If my penitence had obtain'd pardon from heaven, 
the publick would ſpeak my infamy aloud. How 
am I fallen ! from what hcight of reputation, to 
the loweſt contempt ! This to a mind that ſtill 
retains the niceſt ſenſe of honour, is an affliction 
inſupportable. I have no refuge from the inſults 
of the world, but ſolitude, and thither the 
t houghts of my guilt and infamy purſue me ; the 
country ſhades, the ſeats of tranquillity and peace, 


afford me no relief. 
E 2 Alone 
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Alone through unfrequented ſbades J rove, 
And hope the ſweets of ſolitude to prove; 
But at my ſight each verdant proſpect wears 
A gloomy view, and ev'ry plant appears 

To bend its top, oercharg'd with dewy tears. 
What joy can I in theſe receſſes find ? 
What beauteous ſcenes can pleaſe a guilty mind ? 
In vain the ſun his morning pride diſplays, 

I turn my eyes, and ficken at its rays : 

The ſilver moon, and ſparkling flars by night, 
Torment me too with their officions light, 


Heaven and carth ſeem to reproach me, and join 
with the convictions of my own reaſon, which 
fully approves the rules I have violated. 'To 
what has my folly reduc'd me ? Where ſhall I 
ſeck for peace, when I am at variance with my 
ſelf, and my practice is inconſiſtent with thoſe 
heavenly precepts, to which my mind aſſents? 

I would tell you the ſtory of my ruin, but 
every circumſtance fills me with confuſion. You 
know my ſeducer, and what a train of artifices he 
has employed to compleat it: You, madam, gave 
me many gentle admonitions; but I was too ſe- 
curc in my own reſolution, and that diſguiſe of 
honour, which the falſe Sebaſtian always avow'd, 
and never with more aſſurance, than when his 
flattery betray'd me into this infamy, 

Time and placc, the evening gloom and ver- 
dant ſhade, every circumſtance conſpir d to m7 
undoing, The whiſpering gales, the falling 
fountains, the green retreats and flow ry ſcenes, 

heighten'd 
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hcighten'd the ſoft temptation : All nature ſeem'd 
to ſooth the tender paſſion, and gave my charm- 
ing ſeducer new advantages, his form, his aſpect 
acquir'd unuſual graces, and his language was all 
enchantment. 


— And oh ! his charming tongue 
Was but too well acquainted with my weakneſs. 
He talk'd of love, and all my melting heart 
Difſotv'd within my breaſt. | 


Orwar. 


Whither is my imagination wandering ? Ye 
powers of chaſtity aſſiſt me ! blot this guilty ſcene 
tor cver from my ſoul ! Let the remembrance of 
theſe criminal delights no more return ! Let them 
be loſt in darkneſs and oMivion ! Let me be en- 
tertain'd with more pure and laſting joys, in ſome 


humble retreat, far from the noiſe and thought- 


leſs amuſements of the world! I ask not princely 
bowers, or artful walks; let me paſs my hours 
in ſome unfrequented ſhade, where the images 
of vanity and fin may never enter! Oh celeſtial 
life! How do theſe peaceful ſcenes ſooth and 
flatter my ſoul ! through what enchanting paths 
does my imagination ſtray ! Ye vain grandeurs 
of the world adicu ! Adicu ye idle amuſements, 
and fantaſtick pleaſures ! What ſhadows do you 
now appear! How unſubſtantial to theſe ſerious 
proſpects of bliſs! Let me dwell unmoleſted 
here ! Let me loſe the remembrance of this buſy 


world, and hear no more of its diſtracting follics ! 
Here 


res 
Here let me attend the happy pcriod, that ſhall 
untie the band of lite ! and then, 


Let ſome fair ſpirit, form'd alone for love, 
That's happy in its full enjoyment, 
Tune the celeflial lute, and gently ſing 

A Requicm to my ſouli call out my life 
By the ſweet pow'rs of heav'uly harmony 
While on à roſy couch I reft my head, 
And in the languiſhments of love drvine 
Reſign my breath, and wake in endleſs joy. 


In the height of diſtraction, I ſubſcribe, 


Mapa, 


LE T- 
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From EVAN DER fo 4 Libertine. 


MOU muſt cxcuſc me, my lord, if I 
oe ſhould not yield to the b of 
pour railery, nor damn my ſelf in 
meer good manners and ceremony. 
] muſt confeſs never was a bad cauſe 
defended with more wit and vivacity ; but I dare 
not venture on eternal miſery, in the gaity of 
my heart, nor give up my hopes of ſalvation for 
a jeſt. 

Nor can you blame me, my lord, for being ſe- 
rious in things which to my apprehenſion are the 
greateſt realitics, tho” to your politer imagina- 
tion they may appear but dreams and chimeras ; 
till I can change my opinion I ſhould act unrea- 
ſonably, to deſiſt from my purſuit of what I 
think the nobleſt end of human actions. 

As tor your objection againſt my ſcheme, that 
tis a happineſs future and uncertain ; yours, my 
lord, has the ſame diſadvantage. 

Is there any mortal that thinks himſelf happy 
in any preſent enjoyment ? Some uncaſy circum- 
ſtance or other mingles it ſelf with all ſublunary 


bliſs ; tis ſome future expectation that engages 
the 
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the mind. To morrow's aſſignation with a Jovial 
friend or miſtreſs depends on ſo precarious a 5 
thing as life, which thouſands before another ris ; 


ſing ſun muſt reſign, and yours perhaps may be 
among the deſtin'd number; and in that very 


moment your expectations periſh, and prove as 


viſionary, as the cclcſtial pleaſures and divine en- 


tertainments, that you turn into ridicule. 

On your ſcheme, tis but a breath betwixt a 
man, a reaſonable being, the Lord of the Crea- 
tion; and a clod of earth, a ſhadow, a meer no- 
thing. If the machine ſhould keep in a proper 
ſituation to drink, to ſing, to laugh and dance; 
a thouſand other chances may ſtart up to diſap- 
point the promis d joy; which if you reach, fru- 
ition itſelf will deceive your hopes, and leave you 
nothing but anxicty and remorſe. | 

This is what can never happen to me, tho! all 
my bright expectations ſhould prove a fiction; 
as ſoon as I reach the fatal period I ſhall be paſt 
reflection; my gaudy hopes and being will end 
at once, and leave me tor ever inſenſible of my 
loſs: in the mean time as long as the dream of 
liſe laſts, the very proſpect of boundleſs and im- 
mortal pleaſures muſt give the mind a greater ſa- 
tis faction in meer ſpeculation, than all thoſe fleet- 
ing imperfect enjoyments, whoſe fallacy you eve- 
ry moment diſcover. 

Let my plan of happineſs be ever ſo viſionary, 
tis noble; let it be invented by the craft of 
prieſts, or politicians, tis ſuperior to all the 

luxury, 
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juxury, by which the greateſt libertine ever pro- 
pos d to gratify his deſires. 

Riches and grandeur, wine and mirth, muſick 
and beauty are the height of your wiſhes; but 
all theſe cither fatigue the mind with anxiety, or 
languiſh, or ſleep on the ſenſes. You have often 
own'd to me, that a ſeries of theſe enjoyments 
has left you nothing but vanity and vexation; and 
have in your rcaſonable intervals conteſs'd, that 
theſe are no more than ſpecious names, and 
ſhadows of ſome Original Good, that the mind 

thro' every diſguiſe purſues. | 

I is is the ſupream excellence after which my 
ſoul aſpires ; if 'tis imaginary, the mind muſt yet 
be enlarg'd, by graſping at the enjoyment of 
infinite happineſs: for I dare confeſs my end is 
the ſame with yours, tis pleaſure we both pur- 
ſuc; and as at preſent it conſiſts chiefly in ex- 
pectation, mine muſt ſurpaſs yours by the pro- 
portion of its object. 

You have ſct your night for the Opera, to hear 
Fauſtina ſing; I expect the period, when the 
curtain of mortality ſhall be drawn, and the 
ſcenes of eternal glorics open, and angels ſolace 
me with celeſtial harmony. 

The flowery ſpring returns to love, and your 
ſoft retirement in one of the faireſt ſeats in Eng- 
land, entertains you; while my imagination wan- 
ders thro' the hcavenly iſc, and recreates it 

ſelf by bliſsful ſtreams, among the trees of life. 
I ou attend the happy period, that after long 
'mpatience ſhall give the charming Zephalinds to 
your 


„„ rr RS | 
your vows; while a diviner flame animates my 
ſoul, in the ſearch of infinite perfection. 


Bit tell me whence this wond'rous flame began, 
Tz angels, who behold the face of God / 
I call the worms, my brethren, and confeſs, 
Corruption is my father, yet high as yours, 
| My wiſhes riſe;, the ſame divine ambition, 

The ſame bright objef kindles my deſires. 
DO hovelier than the faireft of thy works /! 
Nothing below thy ſelf, great as thou art, 
Exalted and ſupream — nothing below 
Thy ſelf can ever fix my reſtleſs thought. 
Theſe faculties were made alone for thee, 
Or I had never raisd a wiſh ſo high. 
Necelſity of nature kads me on; 

My reaſon has no theme, my life no end : 
Love, the ſuperior paſſion of my ſoul, 
Finds nothing equal to its dignity. © 
Give all the ſim goes round, to thoſe that ſeek 
A bappineſs, beneath the ſovereign good. 
One gentle loo, one heav/nly ſmile of thine, 
Has blotted ev'ry charm from nature's face, 
And faded all the glory of the world. 

Why doft thou bid me liſten to the voice 

Of nature, in ber juſt melodious round? 
Why doſt thou bid me trace the flo ry fields, 
The ſpring's gay verdure, or with wand'ring eyes, 
Survey the circle of the firmament ? 
hat is there lovely on the ſpacious earth, 
Or in th ztherial round compar'd to thee ? 
Compar'd to thee the ſtars can boaſt no light, 


The 
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The ſun it ſelf in modeſt clouds conceal'd, 
Pays homage to the great eternal ſpring _ 
Of [acred life, and uncreated light. 
hate er at utmoſt ftretch the mind of man 
Ca form, in its unbounded range of thought, 
Of bright, or fair, or juſtly regular, 
When fancy launches out to worlds unknown, 
And paints beyond, created beauty far, 
Hill thou art fairer, aud more perfed ftill 


I know my lord you will-pardon this poctical 
excurſion, ſince I have been led to it by your 
cxamplc. 

need not make an apology for continuing to 
inſult you with my privileges, ſince I have no 
deſign in it but what is abſtractly diſintereſted 
and charitable. A place of truſt or honour em- 
ploys your thoughts, and calls for your perpe- 
tual attendance ; and when you think your ſelf 
ſecure of the gawdy trifle, your pretenſions may 
be loſt by a momentary caprice: But my expect- 
ations run higher than any dignity this world 
can boaſt ; tis a celeſtial crown and kingdom 
that fircs my ambition; I am, in purſuit of infi- 
nite honours, and graſp the glories of immor- 
tality. 

Vou ſce, my lord, in every reſpect, in love 
and glory, L have che advantage oſ you. Suppoſe 
my pretenſions as viſionary as you will, nothing 
can be more exalted, than ſuch a notion of hap- 
pineſs: tis endleſs and compleat, unclouded 


with pain or e you can _ 
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boaſt of being perfectly at caſe, nor to taſte plea» 
ſure unmingled with many mortifying evils; in 
your gayeſt flights, you cannot flatter your ſelf 
with ſuch views. | 
hut this proſpect is all peaceful and ſerene, not 
a moment's anxicty ſhall riſe, to break the ſeries 
of eternal joy. Whatever holy cheat laid the 
plan, 'tis no diſhonour to be thus deluded. Let 
pocts, pricſts or politicians be the inventors, a 
thouſand times bleſt be the happy genius, that 
provided this relief to ſoften the chagrin of mor- 
ral lite; when tir'd and ſick of all mortal vanities, 
the mind repoſes it ſelf in fragrant bowers, ſports 
on flowery lawns, and wanders thro' clyſian 
groves; when the raptur'd fancy drinks at the 
fountains of life, and baths in rivers of immortal 
leaſure ! 

Death, the gloomy period of all your hopes, 
in the height of your luxury, and moſt jovial en- 
tertainments, inſults your imagination with his 
horrid aſpect: but this ghaſtly phantom, this 
_ univerſal terror, brightens into a ſmile, and in an 
angel's form beckons me away to endleſs reſt. 
That untry'd gulph that you expect will at once 
ſwallow up your joys and your exiſtence, ap- 
pears to me a paſſage to undecaying life and 
pleaſure. 

And let it ſtill be granted that my expectation 
of future bliſs proves a fiction, and chriſtianity a 
mcer deluſion, I ſhall be inſenſible of remorſe or 
ſhame for my credulity ; 3 and ſhall lie down as 

gloriouſly 
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gloriouſly with the clods of the valley, and ſleep 
as ſweetly in my primitive duſt as your lordſhip. 

But oh! ſhould the objects of the chriſtian 
faith prove true, what a wild hazard do you 
run? What limits will your confuſion find? Your ' 
ſhame will be as laſting as your miſery. You 
will reproach your ſelf for ever, and be expos'd 
to the derifion of the wretched ſociety to which 
you are join d. ILA rien plus reel que cela, ny 
de plus terrible faiſons tant que nous voudrous les 
braves. | 

I have, you find, obey d your commands and 
ſent you my thoughts on this ſubject, to con- 
vincc your lordſhip how much I am, 


Your devoted humble ſervam 


EvVANDER, 


L E T. 
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From HE ARMINIUsS to his ſiſter, acquainting her 
with the happy effefs of his paſſion for Cl EORA. 


M dear SIS TER, 

I'S with great pleaſure I obey your com- 
mand, in letting you know the diſpo- 
* ſition of my heart to the charming 
— Cron. To one whoſc thoughts 
were leſs refin'd than yours, my diſcourſe would 
be incredible; but you arc a ſort of platonick, 
and may perhaps approve the effects of a gene- 
rous paſſion, and give credit to the reformation 
it has made in my lite. 

You will forgive me, madam, for bcing once 
in the right, When I have diſſented from you, 
ſince 'tis the only inſtance I have to boaſt of: 
Had I been govern'd by your advice, and fled 
the fair Cueor a, inſtead of converſing with 
her, I might have been an unreform'd libertine : 
But ſhe ſet virtue in my view with its moſt charm- 
ing advantages, I ſaw an angel in her form, and 
heard celeſtial muſick in her voice; ſhe was the 
meſſenger of the skics to convert me, I own'd the 
credentials, and yielded to the heavenly inſpi- 
ration. 
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You know, my dear ſiſter, that her dawning 
beauty had made an P on my heart _ 
fore J went to travel. 


PW 0 
I watch'd the early glories of ber eyes, 
As men for day-break watch the eaſtern ies. 


Dx vpn. 


I left England with the flattering hopes of find» 
ing her free at my return, and with a full inten- 
tion to make my addreſſes to her. While 1 
ſtay d at Rome, that imperial feat of vice, the 
only looſe amour I had, was with a beautiſl 
Italiau, who ſomething reſembled the matchleſs 
CTLEORA, who was ftill the miſtreſs of my rea- 
ſonable affections. 

But how great was the anguiſh of my foul, 
when after all my gay expectations, the firſt news 
that ſurpriz'd me at my return was, that ſhe was 
juſt married to Philaret ? the man that of all the 
world I would not have hated, or injur'd: A 
man that had every amiable quality, and was the 
pride and joy of all his acquaintance ; Nor could 
I forget ſome former obligations his popu- 
lar intereſt had laid on me. In this exigence J 
refolv'd to diſpenſe with the ceremony of paying 


my compliments to him, that I might avoid the 
ſight of his lovely bride; nor did I frequent any 
publick place where I was likely to meet her. 
But at laſt the fatal interview came, and in the 
drawing-room, ſparkling as an angel, I ſaw the 
lovely creature. From this moment I became an 
apoſtate 
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apoſtate to virtue, and ſecretly renouncing all the 


ties of truth and honour, reſolv'd with great de- 


liberation to be a villain. This noble deſign was 

the ſubje of my retir'd contemplations. With 

what wild, what impious ſoliloquies, have I 

whiſper'd to the groves and ſtreams ! wiſhing the 

laws of heaven cancell'd, and the ſtate of nature, 

in the fiction of a golden age, real. Theſc ſenſe- 

leſs lines have often expreſs d my infamous rap- 

tures. 

O /iecle plus heureux mille fois pour les hommes, 
Aue le fiecle dur ou nous ſommes /! 

Non parce que la terre in cet age par fait 
Donnoit tous les fruits ſans culture, 

Que les fleuves eſtoient de lait, 

Aue le meil dans nous bois couloit ſur la verdure. 


Mais parce que Vhonneur, ce tyran des nos ames, 
Cette trompeuſe idol, & ce phantoms vain, 
Ne avoit ſur les cours une pouwoir ſouverain, 


Ez me Soppoſoit pas aux amorenſes flames, 


Such were my ſecret extravagancies, the enter- 
tainments of my ſolitary walks: but in the 
height of my folly heaven did not entirely aban- 
don me. 

I took all handſome opportunitics to follow 
and converſe with the fair CLEO RA, a favour 
ſhe never refus'd me, if ſhe had, I ſhould have 
entertain'd more hopes, than from the manner 
in which ſhe treated me. I attended her coach, 
her chair, haunted her at publick places, ogled, 
ſtar d, ligh'd, and practis d all the modern fop- 
porics 
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peries of love, which ſhe never thought it worth 
her while to obſerve ; and to my great mortifica- 
tion, I found I neither pleas'd, nor moleſted her, 
All my dumb cloquence and mute addreſs was 
loſt on her; ſhe minded it no more, nor, per- 
haps, ſo much, as ſhe would the trolicks of a 
monkey. I might give my ſelf what poſtures and 
airs I thought moſt becoming, and act the indo- 
lent, or languiſhing lover, without interruption ; 
ſhe look'd as if ſhe had no manner of apprehen- 
lion what I was doing, or what I intended. My 
breath had been as well employ'd, in talking of 
darts and flames, to the plants and trees; the 
jargon was ſo perfectly unintelligible to her, that 
the either anſwer'd nothing to the purpoſe, or 
turn'd the diſcourſe to ſome grave moral ſubjectr 

And as ſhe had the fineſt turn of wit, and the 
moſt graceful manner of ſpeaking in the world, 
every thing ſhe ſaid made an impreſſion on my 
ſoul : every vice on which ſhe ſet a mark of in- 
famy, though ever ſo modiſh, loſt its credit with 
me; and every virtue, tho” ever ſo ſevere, ſcem'd 
practicable with her applauſe. 

The manner in which ſhe treated my 'paſſion, 
ſet me in a very ridiculous light to my ſelf. The 
vanity appcar'd unpardonable, that inſpir'd me 
with the hopes of rivalling the happy man, to 
whom, in the ſight of heaven, with her vows the 
had ſincerely given her eſteem and tendereſt af- 
fections. Whatever regard was due to ſuch di- 
ſtinguiſhing merit as Philaret's, ſhe gave him: 
Nothing could be more ſoſt and engaging than 

G he. 
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her whole behaviour to him. Her modeſty was 
unaffected, truth and juſtice appear'd in all her 
actions: In the gaycſt bloom of youth, and tri- 
umph of beauty, the practis'd the ſtricteſt rules 
of picty. This, join'd to the moſt gentle diſpo- 
ſition, and a genius turn'd to every thing that 
was beautiful and polite, makes her one of the 
brighteſt characters of the age. 

A thouſand times bleſt be the heavenly power 
that kept me back from the ruin I courted, and 
by the example and converſation of this lovely 
woman, made me a proſelyte to virtue, and gui- 
ded me to a rational and laſting happineſs ! 

But, my dcar ſiſter, this fortunate event ſhall 
not encourage me to contemn your advice on 
any future occaſion ; and in this inſtance I know 


you will forgive 


Madam, 


Your moſt obedient humble Servant, 


HErMINIUs, 
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From BELLAMOUR to CARLos, relating the 
ftory of his love to ALMEDA. 


— — — — 


AM glad to find you ſo entirely ſa- 
| iN tified, ſo completely bleſs d amidſt 
1 „che noiſe and amuſements of the 
* town. I congratulate your en- 
joyment of aſſemblies, operas and 
maſquerades, But all your boaſted plcaſures can't 
raiſe my envy at preſent, nor tempt me back trom 


the country. 
My mind is in ſuch a fantaſtick diſpoſition, 


that I find more ſatisfaction in talking to trees, 


ſtreams, and ecchoes, than to reaſonable erca- 
tures. I converſe frequently with a row of wil- 
lows, that grow on the banks of a neighbouring 
river, and have oftcn call'd them to witneſs, what 
they neither hear, nor underſtand. The ſtreams 
are often ſwell'd with my tcars, without ever 
riſing to a deluge 3 and the rocks melted at my 
complaints, without loſing one atom of their 


bulk. | 
But while I laugh at my fclf, I ſhall caſily for- 


give you, if you ſhould take the ſame liberty, and 
G 2 enter 
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enter into the ridicule of my character: You are 
a lover your ſelf of the modern jovial kind, 
quite the reverſe of the ſolemn antiquated form 
of Paftor Fido, Don Quixote, and your humble 


{crvant. 


All this railcry is ſorc'd, and only us'd in po- 


licy, that T may tcll my ſtory with a good grace 
to a man of your gaicty. 

You know how the young Elvira was left to 
my father's care by her mother, and by a con- 
tract between both our parcnts, was from her 
chi\dhood deſign'd a wife tor me; but neither 
her beauty nor vaſt fortunc have had the leaſt in- 
fluence on me to make any addreſſes to her, I 
have convers'd with her with great indifference, 
and thought I had reaſon to belicve ſhe had the 
ſame tor me. But my father, in order to make 
good his engagements, when he was on his death- 


bed, deſird me to promiſe him, with the greateſt 


1ol-mnity to marry her; as he had been the beſt 
of parents, I promis'd him without any reluct- 


ance, on condition Elvira did not refuſc me, of | 


which I had ſome ſecret hopes: However, as I 
then had no other inclination, I was in no man- 
ner of care whether ſhe accepted, or refuſed me. 
But when I was laſt in town, and walking in 
the mall, I mct one of the moſt agrecable women 
I ever ſaw ; the was tall, and exactly ſhap'd, her 
eyes large and fine, with ſomething ſoft and pen- 


ſive in her air, ſomething of thought, of wit, of | 


ſignificancy, which I can't expreſs. Whether I 
then met my fellow- mind, that had been pair d 
TO EN for 
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for me by deſtiny ; or whether in ſome pre- 

exiſtent ſtate we had been acquainted, I know 
not, but I flatterd my ſelf ſhe obſerv'd me with- 
out contempt. I ſpent my time in following, or 
endeavouring to meet her, and at laſt had made 
my ſelf ſo remarkable, that the ſeem'd to think 
herſclf oblig'd to avoid me. As far as I could, 


' without being ridiculous by my curioſity, I en- 


quir'd after her, but left the walks uninform'd who 
ſhe was. I was in a day or two forc'd to go into 
the country, where I was detain'd for ſome 
months, cndcavouring in vain to forget the fair 
anger I had ſeen. 

In this temper I was taking a ſolitary ramble 
from my own ſeat, till I came to the entrance of 
a wood that was near the Earl of *****'; park: 
here I found, ſurprizing as a heavenly viſion, the 
lovely form that had charm'd me, ſitting with a 
Milton in her hand, which ſhe was reading with 
ſuch attention, that I ſpoke to her before the ſaw 
me. She immediately withdrew into the park, 
but I follow'd her, and told her the happineſs 
of my lite depended on her attention, which in 
the moſt modeſt manner ſhe at laſt granted, and 
heard the ſoft relation. That little ſucceſs gave 
me ſuch hopes, that I purſucd the affair on every 
opportunity I could prevail with her to give 
me: For as my fortune and rank were ſuperior 
to hers, which was only dependant, ſhe acted 
with great caution, and convinc'd me that ſhe 
poſſeſs d all that true grandeur of mind, that 


conſcious virtue inſpires. Her wit, the elegance 
of 
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of her behaviour, with a thouſand graces that at- 
tended her whole conduct, ſecur'd her conqueſt, 
and confin d all my hopcs of carthly happineſs 
to the poſſeſſion of the charming maid : Nor 
did I fear the leaſt obſtacle to my wiſhes, for I 
had told her my engagement to my tather, and 
the full certainty I had, (as indeed I thought) of 
Elvira's retuſal. 
Which I now went to ask, with a perfect aſ- 
ſurance that I ſhould reccive it. Her coldneſs 
did not ſcem to have the air of affectation, but 
rather the effect of a ſecret averſion, I look'd on 
my ſelf as a fort of incumbrance entail'd on her 
by her anceſtors, of which ſhe would be joy- 
fully freed, and in the gaicty of my heart made 
her an offer of my perſon, ſuch as it was, with- 
out the leaſt expectation of being accepted; as I 
was to my unſpeakable confuſion : She perceived . 
my diſappointment with a modeſt, but tcnder 
concern, and put me into a Ander that I could 
not eaſily recover. 
I knew my love to the beautiful AL MEA 
was a ſceret to every body but ourſelves, and 
if it had beer» known, I would do Elvira the 
juſtice to confeſs, there was a ſweetneſs in her 
temper almoſt incapable of malice : However, I 
durſt not diſcover the affair without ALmepa's 
conſent'; to whom I went in the height of my 
diſtreſs, to let her know the diſappointment ; 
She grew. pale at the relation, funk into my arms, 


and only ſpoke with tcars ; but ſoon left me, 
without 
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without letting me know her reſolutions, *till 
within a few Hours I recciv'd the enclos c. 
To BELLAMOUR, 2 
Beg you to forget, and never think of ſeeing me 
again, nor let any thing tempt you to violate 
your engagement to à dying father. It would 
be barbarous in you to abandon the fair Elvira, who 
was an orphan caſt on the protection of your 
Hamily. Do mot entertain ove anxious thought 
for me + I was the care of providence when I was 
unknown to you, aud that will be my refuge in all 
future diſtreſs. Adieu for ever. | 
ALMEDA- 


I am juſt going to diſcover our mutual paſſion 
to Elvira, and to ſhew her this letter, in hopes 
that compaſſion will prevail with her to refuſe 
me; and can't but flatter my ſelf with ſucceſs, 
from the gentleneſs of her diſpoſition. I am in 
all the changes of fortune, 


My dear CarkLos, 


Sincerely yours, 


BELLAMOUR. 
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To PniLAn1 o, from the Duke of ***, Written 
on his Death=bed. 


BEFORE you reccive this, my final 
þ ; ſtate will be determin'd by the judge 
of all the carth ; in a few days at 
_— moſt, perhaps in a few hours, the 
incvitable ſentence will be paſt, that ſhall raiſe me 
to the heights of happineſs, or ſink me to the 
depths of miſery. While you read theſe lines, 
I ſhall be cither groaning under the agonies of 
abſolute deſpair, or triumphing in fulneſs of joy. 
Tis impoſſible for me to expreſs the preſent 
diſpoſition of my ſoul, the vaſt uncertainty I am 
truggling with; no words can paint the force 
nd vivacity of my apprehcnſions : Every doubt 
wears the face of horror, and would perfectly 
overwhelm me, but for fome taint beams of hope, 
which dart acroſs the tremendous gloom. What 
tongue can utter the anguiſh of a ſoul ſuſpended 
between the extreams of infinite joy, or eternal 
miſery ? I am throwing my laſt ſtake for eternity, 
and tremble and ſhudder for the important event. 
Good God! how have I employed my ſelf ! 


what enchantment has held me! in what dclirium 


has 


Moral and Entertaining. 49 


has my life bees paſt ! what have I been doing ! 
while the ſun in its race, and the ſtars. in their 
courſes, have lent their beams, Pn only to 
light me to perdition 
I never wak'd till now. I have but juſt com- 
menc'd the dignity of a rational being: Till. this 
inſtant I had a wrong apprehenſion of every 
thing in nature; I have purſued 'thadows, enter- 
tain'd my ſelf with dreams; I have been treaſu- 
ring up duſt, and ſporting my ſelf with the wind. 
I look back on my paſt lite, and but for ſome 
memorials of infamy and guilr, *tis all a blank, a 
perfect vacancy. I might have graz'd with the 
beaſts of the field, or ſung with the winged in- 
habirants in the woods, to much better purpoſe, 
than any for which I have livd : And oh! but 
for ſome faint hope, a thouſand times more bleſt 
had I been to have ſlept with the clods of the 
valley, and never heard the almighty * nor 
wak d into life at his command 
I never had a juſt apprehenſion of the dien 
nity of the part I am to act till now. L have 
oſten met death inſulting on the hoſtile plain, and 
with a ſtupid boaſt defy'd his terrors, with a 
courage as brutal as that of the warlike horſe, I 
have ruſh'd into the battle, laugh'd at the glitter 
ing ſpear, and rejoic d at the found ot the trum- 
pet; nor had a thought of any ftate beyond the 
grave, nor the great Wi to willed n 2 
have been ſummn dd. 


4 
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N bere all my ſecret guilt had been reveal d, 
Nor the minuteſt circumſtance conceal d. 


'Tis this which arms death with all its terrors; 
elſe I could ſtill mock at tear, and ſmile in the 
face of the gloomy monarch. is not giving 
up my breath, tis not being for ever inſenſible, 
is the thought at which I ſhrink ; tis the terrible 
hereafter, the ſomething beyond the grave at 
which I recoil. Thoſe great realitics, which in 
| the hours of ' mirth and vanity I have treated as 

oms, as the idle dreams of ſuperſtitious 
brains; theſe ſtart forth, and dare me now in 
their moſt terrible demonſtration. My awaken'd 
conſcience feels ſomething of that eternal ven- 
| geancc, L have often defy d. 

To what heights of madneſs is it poſſible for 
human nature to reach? What extravagance is it 
to jeſt with death! to laugh at damnation ! to 

ſport with eternal chains, and recreate a jovial 
fancy with the ſcenes of infernal miſcry ! 
Were there no impicty in this kind of mirth, 
it would be as ill-bred as to entertain a dying 
friend with the ſight of an Harlequin, or the re- 
hearſal of a ſarce. Every thing in nature ſeems 
to reproach this levity, in human creatures: The 
whole creation but man is ſcrious; man, who has 
the higheſt rraſon to be 10, while he has affairs 
of infinite conſequence depending on his ſhort Þ 
. uncertain duration. A condemn'd! wretch may | 
with as good a grace go dancing to his execution, 
Ferri N as 
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as the greateſt part of mankind go on with ſuch 
a thoughtleſs gaicty to their graves, _ v7 

Oh my Pbilario with what horror do I re- 
call thoſe hours of vanity we have waſted toge / 
ther? Return ye loſt neglected moments! how 
ſhould I prize you above the caſtern treaſures ! 
Let me dwcll with hermits, let me reſt on the 
cold carth, let me converſe in cottages; may I 
but once more ſtand a candidate for an immortal 
crown, and have my probation for celeſtial hap- 


pineſs 


Ye vain grandeurs of a court! ye ſounding 
titles! and periſhing riches ! what do ye now 
fi gnify ! ? what conlolation, What relief can ye 
give me? 

1 have had a ſplendid pala to hey grave; 1 
dic in ſtate, and languiſſi under a gilded (canopy, 
I am expiring on ſoſt and downy pillows, and 
am * pemng attended by my Revitith and phy- 
ſicians : My dependants figh, my ſiſters weep; 
my father bends beneath a load of years and 
grief; my lovely wife, pale and ſilent, conceals 
her inward anguiſh; my friend, the generous 
Pylades, who was as my own ſoul, ſuppreſſes his 
ſighs, and leaves me to hide his ſecret grief. 

But oh! which of theſe will anſwer my ſum- 
mons at the high tribunal ? which of them will 
bail me from the arreſt of death > who will de- 
ſcend into the dark priſon of the grave for me? 

Here they all leave me, after having paid a 
few idle ceremonies to the breathleſs clay; which, 
perhaps, may lic repos'd in ſtate, while my ſoul, 

8 my 
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my only conſcious part, may ſtand trembling be- 
fore my judge. My afflicted friends, tis v 


probable, with great ſolemnity, will lay the ſenſe- 


1 corps in a ſtately monument, inſcrib'd n 

| Hers lies the Great. 
But could the pale carcaſs ſpeak, it would ſoon 
reply”; thy 


Fal marble, where ? 
Valin l but _ and ſordid duſt lies here. 
CowLEY, 


While ſome 3 panegy rick is pronounc'd 
at my interment, I may perhaps be hearing my 


Juſt condemnation at a ſuperior tribunal ; where 


an, uncrriug verdict may ſentence me to everlatty 
ing infamy. But I caſt my ſelf on his abſolute 
mercy, through the infinite merits of the Re- 
dcemer of loit mankind. Adieu, my dear Phi- 
ſario, till we meer in the world of ſpirits. 


7 wth * my 
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From CEL ADON.to AMASIA who had ſeduc d 
him into à criminal love for her. 


„ 00 lovely AMasia! whether have 

SI you led my heedleſs ſteps? Into 

WI what paths of deſtruction have you 

an ſ:duced me? I have done an action 

which will never bear the reflection 

of reaſon; an action, that will ſtamp an endleſs 

ſtain on my character, and with which, my con- 
ſcience loudly reproaches me. 

I have ſinned againſt all the tyes of honour 
and gratitude. The generous man I have wrong- 
ed, was the guardian of my childhood, and the 
guide of my yet uncxperienc'd youth. I am en- 
t'ring into the world under his conduct and pro- 
tection, he has been more than a father to me; 
ne ver was a truſt diſcharg d with greater tender- 
neſs and fidelity. May heaven return it in a thou- 
ſand bleſſings on his head ! — Should he ever 
leave an orphan, like me, expos'd, may it meet 
the ſame juſtice and humanity I have found from 
him; but oh! may it never make ſuch a return! 
Let ſuch villany never ſtain his noble race, nor 
leave a blemiſh on his name! 


Theſe 


14 rr ANS 

Theſe thoughts bring back to my memory, all 
his gentle treatment; awake my young affections, 
and melt me into childiſh tears. O could they 
| waſh away my guilt, and reſtore me back to 
virtue! 


— — mane 7 loo up. 
My fault is wy But ob ! what * of roy 
Con ſerve my turn. nn 


SnAKESPEAR, 


Curſe on the maxims of the world, and that 
impropriety of language, that would diſguiſe the 
baſeſt of crimes, with the names of amuſement and 
gallantry ! Let me be ſingular, let me be unpo- 
lite, let me be unfaſhionably good, if I can, but 
keep my peace, and juſtify my ſelf to my own 
conſcience ! Let me inviolably obſerve the rules 
of truth and juſtice, be fearleſs and open to the 


inſpection of God, and may everlaſting reproach 


reſt, on all the modiſh appellations and refine» 

ments, that would ſoften the horror of a baſe 
| and treacherous action! | 

— Theſe were the principles, in which the 457 1 
Altamont inſtructed me, and confirm'd by his 
own great example. My mind had been elevated 
by the rehearſal of heroick actions, and a love to 
the publick intereſt; by a philoſophick fortitude, 
and the command of my paſſions. Such were the 
motives that govern'd me, till the fatal day came 
that made you a bride to the deluded Altamont : 


from which unhappy period, I may date my 4- 
poſtacy 


| 
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poſtacy from virtue. You taught me ſofter max- 
ims, and perverted the noble ardour of my ſonal, 
into looſe and infamous deſigus; while yau ca- 
reſod me with an open freedom, which my early 
years, and your husband's affection for me, too 
caſily excus d. 

Till then I had been a ſtranger to love; and 
thoughtleſs of danger, left my ſelf unguarded to 
all your charms ;z ignorant whither the growing 
paſſion led, nor thought the pleaſure criminal, 
which I took in your converſation ; But I was 
ſoon ſoften'd into ſin, and ynwarily took in the 
deadly poiſon, while you indulg'd the guilty in- 
clination, and ſooth'd me into ruin. 

What infernal deluſion perverted your judg= 
ment, when you prefer'd me to the man, to whom 
you had given your vows? The vaineſt of all 
your ſex might have limited her ambition with 
ſuch a conqueſt, If the moſt agreeable perſon, 
the beſt temper, join'd with anblemiſh'd equity 
to man, and piety to God, ever claim'd eſteem, 
he might juſtly challenge it, from al that knew 
him. 

But he had a « right to your affe&tion, by « 
thouſand tender cngagements, and by his cntira 
confidence in your fidelity; not from any cradu- 
lty of temper, but from his own ianatc honour, 
and a foul (incapable of treachery or | diſtruſt; 
With an artifice, which only hell could teach, 
you have ſecur d the eſteem oi a man, who in all 
things elſe acto with the greateſt judgmeat and 
penetration. 


"Twas 
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Tas the diſguiſe I ſaw you practice, that re- 
call d me back to truth and honour ; in your 
crime, I perceiv'd my own guilt, and abhorr'd 
the monſtrous part I had been acting. While he, 
my guardian, my protector, had been fatiguing 
himſelf with cares and journeys, to ſecure me 
from wrongs and injuſtice, I in his own houſe 
prov'd a traytor to his honour, and invaded the 
moſt ſacred rights of his affe&ion. — O that he 
would appear to my view an enemy, a villain, 
any thing but a friend and bene iactor! Fheſe 
titles confound and picrce my ſoul with the moſt 
exquiſite torments. 

The fever from which I am juſt recover'd, was 
not half ſo threatning to my lite, as the expreſ- 
ſions of his kindneſs. When with the tenderneſs 
of a father, and the benignity of a friend, he 
watch'd my languiſhing intervals, and diſcover d 
the moſt affectionate concern for my life. How 
exquiſite was my ' remorſe ! Nothing but the 
dread of eternal vengeance, could have kept me 
from putting an end to that life, for which he 
ſhew d ſuch an unſeigned concern. 

My crime ſtood in all its aggravations before 
me. The ſecret ſenſe of my guilt, was worſe 
than death or infamy ; I bord the diſguiſe oſ 
virtue, by which T deceiv d him: No conſidera- 
tion, but his happineſs, could have reſtrain'd me 
from confeſſing my villany, and giving my ſelf 
up to his juſt reproaches and vengeance. I could 


have ſmil'd on death, and welcom'd the fatal 
ſtroke 


— 
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ſtroke from his hand, could that have been an 
expiation for my guilt. 

But I had my peace to make with heaven, and 


found another ſort of expiation neceſſary, to ſe- 
cure me from divine vengeance: ſo that as much 
as I was tired with life, death was no refuge 
nor could I fly to the grave as a ſanctuary. Yet 
as ſoon as ever my hcalth permits, I am fully de- 
termin'd to make my ſelf an exile from my na- 
tive country, and fly the ſight of my injur d 
friend for ever. But 


Where ſhall I find refuge? 

No barb'rous nation will receive a guilt 
So much tranſcending theirs ;, but drive me out. 
The wildeft beaſis will hunt me from their dens, 


And birds of prey moleſt me in the grave. 


I dare not ſet you, madam, to take a laſt fares 
wel. You have beauty, and I am human; and 
after theſe convictions, ſhould the dangerous 
flame again kindle, I muſt fin away all hopes of 
forgiveneſs from God or man. Make what repa- 
ration you can to the beſt of husbands by your 


future conduct. "Tis the laſt er you will 
receive from 


The unhappy 


CrlADox, 
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To my Lord *****, from a Stateſman. 


My Lox p, 

UR commands are very obliging, 
in giving mc an opportunity to be 
impertinent, by entering into a 
detail of my ſolitary amuſements, 
in this abſolute retreat, from all 
the polite and agreeable part of ſociety. Tis 
well I have your gracious indulgence to talk of 
my ſelf, and be the Hero of my own romance; 
for without vanity I meet nothing here more con- 
ſiderable, nor is it without juſtice, that I claim 
the privilege of perſonating the ſuperior part in 
the dramma. 

Indeed I was never more ſenſible of my own 
dignity ; abſtra& from buſineſs or diverſion, m 
mind retires within it ſelf, where it finds treaſures 
till now undiſcover'd, capacitics form'd for in- 
finite objects, deſires that ſtretch themſelves be- 
yond the limits of this wide creation, in ſearch of 
the great original of life and pleaſure : I find 
new powers exerting their energy, ſome latent 
exerciſes, which *till now, I have been a ftranger 

to- 
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to. I have, indeed, heard from the men, who 


teach ſuch holy fables, (as I then thought them,) 
that the ſoul was immortal, and capable of ce- 
leſtial joys: But I rather wiſh'd, than belicv'd, 

theſe tranſporting truths, and put heal on a level 
with the poet's roſy bowers, their myrtle ſhades, 

and ſoft Eůyſian fields; but now I am convinc'd 
of their evidence, and triumph in the privileges 
of my own being. I rejoice to think that the 
moment I begun to exiſt, I enter'd on an eternal 
ſtate, and commenc'd a duration, that ſhall run 
parallel, to that of the 3 and ſclt-cxiſtent 
mind. 

This proſpect animates me with a divine am- 
bition, and caſts a reproach on all created glory; 
the world vaniſhes, its charms and ſoſt allurements 
are no more; a veil is caſt on mortal beauty; the 
ſpell is broken, the enchantment diſſol vd. 

You ſmile, I know, and take this for an ima- 
ginary triumph, a fort of cowardly inſult, in the 
abſence of an enemy: You will tell me, this con- 
tempt of grandeur appears with an ill grace, in 
one that has the poſſeſſion of a ſplendid poſt in 
the government : But this, my Lord, is what has 
given me a Juſt opinion of the world, and of my 
ſelf. A conſtant ſeries of ſucceſs and proſperity, 
has convinc'd me, that the whole creation cannot 
make me bleſt, My ambitious deſigns have ne- 
ver been diſappointed ; in love, by a ſtrange 
caprice of the ſex, I have been always fortunate ; 
but whatever pleaſure I purſu'd, the enjoyment 
always undeceiv'd, or diſguſted me: Sometimes 1 

12 Was 
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was too wiſe, and ſometimes too capricious to be 
pleas d. 

Why am I not at reſt? Why cannot cheſe ob- 
jects ſatisfy, or at leaſt delude me with a dream 
ol happincſ?? Why muſt I ſo exactly ballance 


the weight of cvil, that mingles with every good? 


Had 1 thelc rctlecting powers to make me thus 
niccly miſerablc ? I am reaſoning away all the ſa- 
tislact ion of human lite, and growing wiſe to deſ- 
pcration. I cau't ſo much as amuſc my ſelf with 
an airy hopc. 1 have try'd all the vanitics below 
the tun, and there is no novelty leſt ro flatter me: 
1-know the utmoſt that beauty and greatneſs can 


give, and am cur'd of love and ambition, by cx- 


perimental cvidence. 

What a paradiſe, what laſting joys, did I pro- 
miſe my ſell in the poſſeſſion of the admir'd A 
paſia 5 The yiclding beauty, by granting my 
delircs, loſt my citecm ; her charms vaniſh'd, her 
wit was impertinence, and her artifice diſguſted 
mc, This put a period to my gallantrics. The 
women were no longer angels, but mcer erring 
mortals, with whom I convers'd on a level, with- 
out any temptation to idolatry. Balls and ali 

blics, dancing and dreſs, were no longer the ſub. 
jects of my ſerious application, nor the ſupreme 
deſigu of my being. I no longer intereſted my 
ſelf in the ſucceſs of any modiſh entertainment: 
With great moderation, I heard the grand con- 
trovcrly who ſung beſt, Cuzzoni, or Fauſtina; 
and I lelt the important truth to be decided by 


more capable judges. I yielded an implicit aſ- 
ſent 
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ſent to every well dreſt critick, who affirm'd 
Mrs. was the beſt actreſs of Polly i in the 
Beggar's Opera, and never betray'd any intempe- 
rate zcal, or breach of charity, againſt thoſe who 
diſſented. I knew every beau and fine lady in 
Great Britain had a right to judge for themſelves, 
and, that being too poſitive, might — the 
ublick peace. 

But theſe ſoft follics were only difcarded for 
more ſpecious vanities. Diſtinction and power, 
titles and cquipage, now employ'd my thoughts: 
ambition took full poſſeſſion of my ſoul. I reach'd 
the envy'd height, and made my ſelf glorioufly 
miſcrable. The period from whence I rceſolv'd to 
date my happineſs, begun with diſtruſt and anxi- 
ety: Inſtead of friends, I found my ſelf ſur- 
rounded with flattercrs and mercenary depen- 
dants, Impaticut and fatigu'd with the crowd, 
I ſomctimes withdrew to my appartment, and in 
ſolitary grandeur try'd, what joys the contem- 
plation on my quality and titles could give. 
The moſt noble ! — The right honourable ! = 
Ye potent words / I cry'd, Where is your energy! 
— Ye mighty ſounds ! that once fir d my ſoul, 
where is your accuſtomed force? Have ye 10 
pleaſing magick to ſtill the tempeſt within ? —— 
Ve boaſted names of truſt and power “ why can 
ye no longer recreate my ſpirits, nor ſolace my mo- 
ments of leiſure and retirement, Is there nothing 
in the glittering coronet, this popular toy, to di- 
vert me ? While I am ſurrounded with the page- 
antries of ſlate, and ſee ſo many badges of my 
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own dignity, why does not my mind elate it felf, 


and brighten into extaſy * One would think it 
impoſſible to be ſplenctick, with theſe fine pane- 

gyricks and elegant dedications | ying before me. 
Here I find my ſclf a hero, a wit, a handſome 
man, a virtuoſo ; and to ſum up all, an univerſal 
bleſſing to mankind. This deiting theme, this 


catalogue of my own good qualities, one would 


imagine ſhould gladden my heart, and give me 
ſome vivacity ; and yet really, my Lord, as 
agreeable as the ſubject of my own merit is, it 
would hardly have kept me awake, if the ve xati- 
ons of ſtate had not done it. 

My late indiſpoſition has given me a juſt ex- 
cuſe to withdraw from publick affairs. I have 


found a romantick retreat, ſurrounded with a 


charming varicty of woods, open lawns, and 
flowcry valcs, in their uncultivated beauty. Here 
I rove unattended and free, with no circuniſtance 
of grandeur, but the conſciouſneſs of a reaſonable 
and immortal being. I have the joy to find, I 
can ſtand on my own legs, and move from place 


”. 


to place with a ſpontancous motion; without the 


my coachman, and the vigour of my horſes, 

J have try'd what delights were to be found in 
madneſs and folly, and am now in purſuit of what 
wiſdom and philoſophy can yield. In the fair 
creation I trace an Almighty Power, and ſee the 
immenſe Divinity impreſs'd on all his works. In- 
ſpir'd with a charming enthuſiaſm, I addreſs the 


great ſpirit of nature in theſe ſoliloquies, 
7. 


4 
1 
1 


aſſiſtance of a painted machine, the prudence of 
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Ye woods and wilds, receive me to your bade? 


LEM 


Theſe ftill retreats my contemplation aid 
From mortals flying, to your chaſte abode, 
Let me attend th'inſtructive voice of G | 
He ſpeaks in all, and is in all things found, ' 
I hear him, I perceive him all around; 
In nature's lovely and unblemiſb d face, 
With joy, his ſacred lineaments I trace. 

O glorious being O ſupremely fair? 
How free, how perfect thy productions are ? 
Forgive me, while with curious eyes I view 


| Thy, works, and boldly thus thy ſteps purſue. 


The /ilent valley, and the lonely grove 

F haunt, but oh ! tis thee I ſeek and love. q 

Tis not the chaunt of birds, nor whiſpering breeze, 

But thy ſoft voice I ſeek among the trees. 

Invoking thee by ſilver ſtreams I walk, 

To thee in ſolitary ſbades I talk, 

[ ſpeak thy dear-lov'd name, nor ſpeak in vain, 

Kind eccho's long, the pleaſing ſound retain. 

Reviving feweets the op'ning flowers diſcloſe, 

Fragrant the violet, the budding roſe ; 

But all their balmy ſweets from thee they fteal, 

And ſomething of thee to my ſenſe reveal. 

Fair look the ſtars, and fair the morning ray, 

When firſt the fields their painted ſeenes diſplay. 

Glorious the ſun in his meridian height / 

And yet, compar d to thee, how faint the light /! 
Ador'd artificer ! What 5$kill divine / 


M bat wonders in the widle creation ſhine 7 


Order and majefty adorn the whole, 
Beauty and life, and thou th inſpiring ſoul. 
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Whatever grace or harmony s expreſi d 

On all thy works, the God is there confeſs'd. 
But oh ! from all thy works how ſmall a part, 
To human minds is known of what thou art 
Fancy gives o'er its flight in ſearch of thee ; 
Our thoughts are hft in thy inimenſity. 


The thoughts are my own, but I am modeft 
enough to confeſs the cadence and rhyme are 
borrow'd ; and as you arc a patron of the muſes, 
I belicy'd the harmony would pleaſe you : But 
you are certainly over-joy'd to find the rapture 
is finiſh'd ; and that after this elevation, I am 
compos'd cnough to ſubſcribe my ſelf | 


Your Lordſbip's 
Meſt devoted 


Humble Servant, 


PHILAN PER. 
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To MystILll o, from a Phyſician, giving bim 
an account of his falling in Love with a fair 
Stranger: 


2 dear MyxTII To, 


HE engagement I am ander to attend 
the Earl of & in his illneſs, will 
detain me longer in the country than 
I deſign'd ; nor is this the only mo- 

tive that has kept me here. 

I can conceal nothing of 1 importance, w ithout 
a breach of that confidence I have in yon, nor 
can I deny my ſelf the pleaſure of telling tho 
tender ſtory of my carc. 

You'll be ſurpriz d that the perſon who con- 
vers'd in the mall, the playhouſe and opera, with 
ſuch indifference, ſhould turn lover in the coun- 
try; but 'tis a ſerious truth, and will not admit 
of raillery: All my carthly happineſs is in ſuſ- 
pence, and depends on the ſucceſs of this paſſion. 

Nor will you cenſure me, when 'I tell you, 
that my conqueror is the lovely ſtranger, that ap- 
pear'd in publick laſt winter with the Dutcheſs 
of ——, I did not ſee her then, and if I had, 
buſineſs or diverſion might have guarded me 
K  _ from 
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from the ſoft ſurprize ; but all nature, every al- 
luring circumſtance conſpir' d here to ranguify 


and enchant mc, 
© "The evening was fair, and with Mr. Thompſon's 


excellent Poem on Summer in my hand, I took a 
walk, and read by intervals, till all * ſoul was 
com . and harmonious. 


Theſe are the haunts of meditation, theſe 

The ſtenes, where ancient bards th inſpiring breath, 
Extatic, felt ; and from the world retir'd, 
Convers'd with angels, and immortal 7 

On heaw'nly errand bent. — To ſave the fall 

Of virtue, ſtruggliug on the brink of vice, 

To hint pure thoughts, and warn the favonr'd ſoul, 
For ſuture tryals fated to prepare. 


In this viſionary temper, T had wander'd about 


a mile from the Earl of *****'s gardens and 
park, till I cntcr'd a winding valley, green and 
flowery as the Ehyſian fields; a ſilver ſtream ran 
murmuring along the middle, and willows in 
equal order adorn'd the banks : It was not per- 
fect nature, ſomething of art appear'd, but in 
the maſt agreeable negligence. There were many 
little moſſy ſcats rais'd along the ſides of the 
river; but what pleas d me moſt was a grotto, 
which look'd like the retirement of ſome ſylvan 
deity : I enter'd, and loſt my felt in a pleaſing 
contemplation, till the ſight ot the moſt charming 
object I ever beheld, ſurpriz'd me: She ſeem d 
Fairer than feigud of old, or fabled ſince, 


Of fairy-damſelr, met in for eft wide 
y errant knights, =— ML T0N, 
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Her ſhape and features were perſectly regular; 
her complexion clear as the light. — But I might 
as well paint virtue or harmony, as deſcribe the 
graces of her mein and aſpect; in which there 
was nothing of that gay and thoughtleſs vivacity, 
that moſt of her ſex think fo becoming ; but 
ſomething ſo ſerious and compos'd, ſomething 
that expreſs'd a mind within conſcious of its own 
dignity, and heavenly original. She advanc'd till 
ſhe came ncar the arbour that conceal'd me, and 
then ſcating her ſelf on the bank of the river, in 
a penſive poſture, leaning her cheek on her hand, 
white as the new fallen ſnow, with a ſoft and 
gracctul accent, the repeated the following lines 


out of Sir Richard Blackmore's fine poem on the 
creation. 


Thy force alone, religion, death diſarms, 

Breaks all his darts, and ev'ry viper charms. 
Soften'd by thee, the grizly form appears, 

No more the horrid objeft of our fears. 

We, undiſiuay d, this artful pow'r obey, 

That guides us thro the ſafe, tho gloomy way, 
Which leads to liſe.— 


I heard her with a very tender concern, be- 
cauſe there appear'd ſomething in her complexion 
too delicate for a ſtate of confirm'd health, and 
was perhaps what led her to ſuch a ſerious 
thought, While ſhe was going on, a ſpruce 
ſootman came to tell her ſupper was ready, and 
her father waited for her: She roſe immediately, 
and follow'd the man at ſome diſtance. When 
K 2 they 
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they were gone, my curioſity ventur'd ſome paces 

forward, and at the end of the walk perceiv'd a 
pretty romantick pile of building, where ſhe en- 
ter d. But the evening grew dusky, and J haſted 


back to the Earl's ſeat, and retiring to my ap- 


partment, paſt my time in writing this adventure, 


ot which you ſhall hear the ſequel in my next: 


But I am grown a lover in one fatal moment, and 
in this deplorable circumſtance, am, 


Your moſt humble Servant, 


LeaNnDes, 


* 
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To the ſame, relating the Death of his Miftreſs. 


V laſt inform'd you in what a ſerious 
Di paſſion I was engag d; but the tra- 
gedy is now finiſh'd, and I am paſt 
the poſſibility of being happy in 
this world, 
A few days after my laſt adventure, there came 
a meſſenger from a neighbouring gentleman, for 
me to attend one of the family, who was ill; I 
follow'd the ſervant, and found, to my ſurprize, 
'twas the houſe where all my hopes were con- 
fin d. I was immediately conducted to the ap- 
parment of my patient, who prov'd the lovely 
woman I had ſeen in my laſt ramble ;- ſhe was 
ſitting in a chair, pale and negligent, but per- 
fectly gracctul in the height of her diſorder. 

No words can expreſs my grief, when I found 
the ſymptoms of her diſtemper fatal: Indeed the 
diſtraction of my mind was ſo remarkable, that 
ſhe could not but obſerve it, and perceiving her 
own danger in my concern, ſhe asked me with- 
out the leaſt emotion, If I was ſurpriz'd to find 
ber mortal? But ſhe deſir d me, Since tua 4 

| truth 


rn 


truth of which ſbe was entirely convinc'd, to ſpeak 


my opinion, without the leaſt flattery or caution. 
This true greatneſs of mind, confirm'd my 
eſteem, and hceighten'd my Concern tor her life; 


but I was in the laſt exigence what to reply. I 


durſt not flatter her in the common ſtrain of my 


proſeſſion, nor could I] imitate that inſenſibility, 
which the young heroine acted, in an event on 
which the future happineſs of my life depended. 
1 was aſham'd to weep, but while ſorrow kept 
me ſilent, the dying beauty told me ſome inter- 
wo of diſorder ſhe lately felt, had made the 
darkneſs of the grave, and the ſolemnity of a 
death-bed, familiar ſcenes to her imagination, 


Waiting for my laſt hour, added ſhe, without con- 


flernation, I find this mortal ſtructure ſinking into 
the duſt; but, methinks I find the nobler powers 
of my ſoul, kindling into life and immortality. 
What are the lawrels and trophics of conque- 
rors, compar'd to this ſcene of triumph, which 
now I could have envyd? But my charming 
patient deſir d ſhe might try to reſt, and I retir'd, 
reſolving not to go from the kale, till J ſaw the 
event. She lay as if the ſlept, till the morning, 
when I was haſtily call'd, and found her paſt all 
hopes, but of a few hours life. Her ſenſes were 
perfect, and a ſort of languiſhing beauty adorn'd 
her face, charming beyond all the vivacity of 


health, 
Theſe were ſome of her laſt words, utter'd with 


a faint, but pleaſing accent, the ſound of which 


T ſhall never torget. 
| O Death. 


ö 
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0 death hotu haſt thou diſguis d thy terrors, 
and put on an angels form to approach me ! What 
welcome, what tranſporting tidings haſt thou 
brought me ] come thou kind meſſenger of my 
liberty and happineſs ; T obey thy gentle invitation. 


When ſhall the curtain fall, and theſe bleft eyes 
Meet all the darling wonders of the skies? 

Oh rend the hated veil, and take away, 
ye dull partition of this brittle clay /! 

Come heav'nly day, which ne er ſhall. ſee a cloud 
Come chearing ſmiles, from the bright face of God. 


I fee, methinks, the glimmering of celeſtial light, 
and bleſs the dawning of everlaſting day; the 
ſhadows are flying, and the heavens opening their 
inmoſt glories" before me. In a few moments I 
ſpall enter the bliſsful habitations, the dazling 
receſſes of the moſt high, whom 1 ſhall behold in 
full perſechion, exalted in majeſty, and compleat 
in beauty. My hopes are unbound:d, I ſ#t no 
limits to my expectations; for in his preſence is 
fulneſs of joy, and at his right hand, are plea- 
ſures for evermore. 


With theſe tranſporting ſcenes before me, what 
glorious mortal could excite my envy? What 
ſcene of pleaſure could the whole creation diſplay 
to tempt me back? The dark dominfons of death 
which I am paſſing through, not a captive, but 
a conqueror, throngh the ſtrength of my victori- 
ous Redeemer, who has lcd in triumph all the 


powers 


e 

of darkneſs. Millions of ages of bappi- 
neſs are before me The proſpe® ſtretches to an 
immeaſurable length, my ſoul preſſes forward, and 
calls eternity it ſelf her own, 


At theſe words, cloſing her eyes, with a fimile 
ſhe reſign'd her breath, and left me, 


Your moſt unhappy Friend, 


LEANDER, 


LE T- 
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From MYATIILA to HERMIONE, giving a. 
account of the fatal Event of her Brother's Palio 
for her. | 


My dear Henmroxt, | 
Hope my laſt letter prepar'd you 
for the melancholy tidings, which 
this brings you of my brother's 
death. I know the relation will 
heighten your grief, arid renew my 
own ſorrow ; but reaſon ſignifies nothing, and 
proves but an empty name, in the tranſport of 
2 a tender paſſion, as now poſſeſſes all my 
oul. 
Aſter the fatal time that my father had extort- 
ed a promiſe from my brother, and charged him 
on his bleſſing never to ſee you more, I perceived 
an alteration in the gaicty of his temper, with a 
viſible decay of his health; but I could hardly 
perſuade my ſelf love was the cauſe, imagining. 
the ſoft paſſion, in a youth of eighteen,” was 
caſily diverted from one fair object to another. 
I was confirm'd in this, by his obliging and 
ſubmiſſive behaviour to my father, whoſe conduct 
| a ; in 
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in this affair was indeed arbitrary and ſevere ; nor 
could I forbear making ſome ſecret reproaches on 
ſuch a rigorous impoſition, where there could be 
no objection made but to your fortune. 
However, filial affection was certainly my bro- 


ther's governing principle, and he ſtill found 


ſome plauſible excuſes tor that ſevere command, 
which cut off the brighteſt hopes he had of any 
carthly happineſs : His piety always filenc'd my 
reſentments, and pleaded my father's abſolute 
right to diſpoſe of him. 

But as much as he endeavoured to diſguiſe his 
paſſion from me, the encloſed will convince you 
of the inward anguiſh of his mind, which he gave 
me the day before he died, and charg'd me not to 
read it till his eyes were cloſed in death. 


My father, in the utmoſt diſtreſs, look'd on the 


. expiring youth, but durſt not examine into a 
ſecret, which would have given him the ex- 
treameſt regret to diſcover : My brother per- 
ceivd his concern, and gave him all the conſola- 
tion he could, by owning his paternal care of his 
principles and actions, and returned him the moſt 
pathctick acknowledgments, for the reſtraint his 


authority had put, on ſome of his youthful fol- 


lies : My father obſcrv'd the kind intention of 
this diſcourſe, which ſtill added to the anguiſh of 
his ſoul. 

Be ſatisfied, my dear father, ſaid the dying 


youth, be ſatisfied with the determinations of 


heaven. I might have dragg'd out à long inglo- 
rious life, loaded with infamy and guilt, 


Then 
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Then, taking me by the hand, with a * 
ſmile on his face, he ſaid, {hits my dear ſiſter, I 
am rather falling into a gentle ſleep than dying. 
I feel no pain, and all within, is peaceful aud 
calm. And then cloſing his eyes, with a ſoft 
voice he repeated theſe words, and with them 
rcligned his breath. 


The angels call, they call me Gon above, - 
And bid me haſten to the realms of love 
My foul with tranſport hears the happy doom, 
I come, ye gentle meſſengers, I come . | 
Earth flies, with all the charms it has in ſtore, 
Its ſnares, and gay temptations are no tnore © 
While heaven appears, and the propitious skies, 
Unveil their inmoſt glories to my eyes. 

Jo mortals and their hopes I bid adieu, 

And ak no more the riſing ſun to view 

For oh ! the light himſelf, with rays divine 
Breaks in, and God's eternal day is mine. 


After this moving ſtory, whether 1 ought in 
prudence to let you ſce the incloſed, I can't de- 
termine; but 'tis not in my power to keep it a 
ſecret front my moſt faithful friend, "Twill ſhew 
you my brother's height of virtue, in command» 
ing a paſſion ſo tender and fatal. 


J am, 


Unalterably yours, 
MyYzTILLA. 


L 2 This 


% LE TT ERS 
This is the letter he gave me ſeal'd, the day 


before he died, with a th not to open it till 


v1 ' 
5 4 


after he. was dead. 


| To MynTILLA 


"7 dear SISTER, 
T Hatever care I have taken hitherto to 
conceal my folly, I now confeſs it, 
that the fatal effect may warn you, from giving 
up your ſelf to the government of an immode- 


rate paſſion. "TI was this that haſtcu'd my 


carly deſtiny, and cut off all the noble ends of 
my lite, 

« My love to the beautiful Hex Mione was 
ſuch an enchantment, that all the motives of 
reaſon and religion could not free me from it, 
The improvements of art and nature, the love of 
my country, and the publick welfare, had no 
ſhare in my thoughts. My piety was enerva- 


ted, and the important end of my being neg - 


lected. I liv'd, and mov'd, and acted with no 
other deſign, but to pleaſe the caprice of my 
fair ty rant. 

Till my father, with the higheſt reaſon, en- 
deavourcd to reſcue me from the inglorious 
ſlavery ; I was convinced of the kindneſs of 
his intention, and . how much he conſulted my 
honour and advantage, in putting me under 3 
ſolemn obligation, never to ſee the object of 
my dotage more. 
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With the utmoſt violence to my tender in- 
clination, I kept my promiſe, and fell a victim 
to the ties of filial picty and truth. What re- 
gard I paid to thoſe ſacred names, Heaven 
was my witneſs, and how fincerely I ſtrove to 
conquer the unhappy paſſion that poſleſs'd me, 
Aided by a Power Divine, I at laſt recovered 
my rcaſon, but my health hourly declined, and 
death is now adyancing to releaſe me, from all 
the remainders of error and folly. The ſoft 
allections of my ſoul will be perfectly reſined 
into a noble and ſeraphick ardour. I am go- 
ing to the fruition of immortal beauty, and un- 
mingled pleaſure. I ſhall gaze on the bright 
original of all that's excellent and lovely. I 
ſhall hear the voice of uncreated harmony, 
ſpeaking peace and nautterabed A tomy 
foul. 

Adieu, my dear MYK TILL A, my —_ 
lov'd ſiſter. May angels watch your ſteps, and 
keep you in the paths of virtue! Make it 


« your ſtudy to ſoften my father's cares, and add 


« 
« 


no ſorrow to his hoary age. I fear he will 
carry his grief for me to the grave. But oh! 


let him never know the exceſs of my folly, 


- nn 


10 


« 
(c 


I charge you not to ſhew him a word of this 
Letter, nor once reflect on his well meant ſe- 


verity. Fare wel, till we meet in the bliſsful 
realms of love. 


LE T- 


rr 
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To Mr. 


7 1HE inſtances of heathen virtue, that 


thing in them I 1 noble and 
ſurprizing; and your cloquence 
has ſet them in their ſull luſtre and 


magnitude : But there is a name, the Chriſtiau 


FY 


and which, with a ſort of pious inſult, may be 
oppoſs d to the maſt accompliſh'd of your hero's. 

The poem I haye enclos d on this lofty ſubject, 
is a paraphraſe on Mr. Craſbaw' s Hymn to the 
Name of Je8vs, and there is little altcration of 


any thing, but the language. 
| A Hymn to the Name of JESUS, 


Wake, my ſoul ] my glory riſe and fing“ 
| Awake, and all thy ſacred ardour bring“ 
While for unuſual fight I ſpread a tow'ring wing. 

Awake, my lute ! proud of thy glorious theme ; 
Let each harmonious ſtring, 


Tremble wit hrapt rous joy, and ſpeak the mighty name. 
_— 


0 you have collected, have ſome- 


boaſt and hope, that darkens all human glory, 


F. r * — 
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Aſſiſt me ev'ry gentle ſound, 
Which ftudious art has found; 
You that ſpeak with filver ſtrings, 
Or fell with tuneful breath, 
And lend the coward wings, 
To meet the face of death. 
You that in the rural ftrain, 
Eccho thro the peaceful plain, 
Delight the groves, aud charm the guiltleſs ſwain; 
With you that various joys afford, 
Touch'd by a fal hand, 
Which can the pow'rs of harmony command, 
And dance with graceful art along the tuneful nk 

Tou that with vocal muſick pleaſe the ear, 
Your choiceſt flrains prepare: 

The ſprings which move our inmaſt thoughts 

{ you know, 

And can their ferceſt rage controul, 

While from your lips torrents of pleaſures flow, 
And overwhelm the ſoul. 

Let all that nature graceful calls, or us, 
In the glorious conſort meet. | 
Purling ftreams, and falling Tp 
Sighing winds, and whiſp'ring woods 

Let ev'ry bird of tuneful throat, 

Join his free ungovern d note; 

While hills and valleys catch the ſacred ſtrain, 
And everlaſting e:cho's the bleft ſound retain ! 
With Jes v s we begin, his charming name, | 
Shall fill the ſpacious ſong, 
And yield an endleſs theme. 
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To ev'ry note the joyful word we'll place, 
Our ſoft preludiums this alone ſhall grace, 
And ev'ry cadence artfully prolong. 
New ſmiles already nature wears, 
All blooming looks and gay; 
T he brig bend ſun crown'd with freſb beams ap- 
And darts a clearer ray. (pears, 


Tranſporting Name ! 
"Whoſe accents to the ran ſom'd world proclaim, 
Salvation, and immeaſurable grace, 
Peace and good-will to all the human race; 
A purchas'd heav'n, an open d paradiſe, 
Unbounded joys, and never-ending bliſs. 
Stupendous love | 
Can man for this ungrateful prove ? 
Je sus the Saviour ! what rebellious knee, 
"Would not a ready homage pay to thee ? 
Tybe Martyrs glorious train, 
Thy noble votaries of old, 
In records of immortal fame "enroll a, 
Wore on their breaſts inſcribd, thy mighty name : 
By this, with ſacred fortitude inſpir d, 
With heavenly zeal and tranſport fir'd, 
T hey ran upon the pointed ſpear, 
And leap'd into the flame ; 
Nor death could in a ſbape appear, 
But what with open arms they met, | 
Deſpi/ing all that rage could do, or proudeft tyrant's | 
15 { threat, | 


Not 
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Not hell it ſelf their conſtancy could ſbake, | i 
Its deepeſt ſtratagems they brake, 
Its wildeſt fury trampled down, 
Aud ſeized with conquring hands the tverlafling 
{ crown: 
Ius us the ſignal for the fight they choſe, 
Aud gave a glorious onſet to their foes * 
In vain the powers of earth and hell oppoſe, 
Jesus, our conqu rim chief ! they cry a, 
Jesus! aloud the ſounding Skies reply'd. 


Exalted Name ! ts 
From thee the burning ſeraphs catch their flame: 
Jesus the God ! "tis they alone can tell, 
hat treaſures in that title dwell. 
You happy ſpirits that feel its emphaſis, 
By this you ſtaud confirm'd in bliſs, 
And know what boundleſs joys are ſtor 4 
In this important word. 
The glorious ſubje# only ſuits, 
The high ftrain'd notes of your immortal Intes! 
Then join the choir, 
You bright muſicians of the skies, 
And with a well-proportion'd fire 
Inftru us how to riſes 
Let your bleft harps tio imperfed lay prolong. 
Compleat the bold deſign, and cloſe th” advent'rous 


(eng. 
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Lady Jaxx Gaz av, to Lord GuriLronD Dupr xv. 


can tell, 

In theſe fad lines T take my laſt 
TEE tarewell. 

Could I with leſs reluctance part from thee, 

| Approaching death had no ſurprize for me; 
That ſolemn proſpect ſhould my thoughts employ, 
And baniſh ev'ry tender ſcene of joy : 

But thou doſt ſtill return upon my foul, 

What force the ſoſt temptation can controul? 

I meet thee ſtill reſiſtleſs in thy charms, = 

Sigh on thy breaſt, and languiſh in thy arms. 

O GvuiLrorD! 'tisno wretched love of life, 
That fills my thoughts with this uneaſy ſtriſe, 
The flatt'ring blandiſhments of youthful years, 
A promis'd kingdom, nor my country's tears ; 
For thee alone I'd live, for thee alone, 

I took the fatal proffer of a crown, 
No fond ambition ſtain'd my guiltleſs mind, 
Inſpir'd with paſſions of a gentler kind: 


With thec I would have choſe ſome calm retreat, 


Far from the dull formalitics of ſtate ; 
How 
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How carcleſs ! how ſcrene my flecting hours, 
Had paſs'd in ſhady walks and fragrant bow'rs ! 
Pleas'd with the murmurs of a ſmooth caſcade, 
Or near ſome chryſtal fountain, while it play'd, 
Upon its flow'ry verge, with thee reclin'd, 

My voice | to the melting lute had join'd, 

And ſooth'd thy ſoul with gentle ftrains of love, 
Anſwer'd by all the mulick of the grove, 

Where rove my thoughts? — Aſſiſt me grace 
This laſt, this darling object to reſign; | divine ! 
Forgive this frailty of my tender years, 

This guilty fondneſs, and theſe female tears. 
Yet Heaven my witneſs ſtands, I would not buy, 
Eve GurLtrorD's lite, with onc inglorious lye 
Nor dare my tongue, for all theſe ample skies 
Contain, the form of ſacred truth diſguiſe. 

Be Rome ! be hell! in their revengeſul pride, 
Their flames, their racks, and tort'ring arts defy'd : 
A thouſand glorious witneſſes have ſtood 

For this great cauſc, and ſcal'd it with their blood, 
'Thou conqu'ring leader of a ſhining train 

Ot martyrs, tor thy teſtimony ſlain ! 

In thy victorious name I dare engage, 

The utmoſt force of perſecuting rage: 

To men, to angels, be my ſoul unveil'd, 

Nor any part of heav'nly truth conccal'd! 

The glorious cauſe that animates my breaſt, 

My lips with holy triumph ſhall atteſt ; 

Atteſt it with my laſt expiring breath, 

And ſmile on all the ſolemn pomp of death. 

But darker ſcenes before my fancy riſe, 

And nature, vanquiſh'd, ſinks in the ſurprize : 
M 2 To 
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To ſhake my utmoſt virtue, tis decreed 
That thou to Rome muſt firſt a victim bleed. 
How ſhall thy wretched wife that ſtroke ſurvive ! 
An hour beyond will be an age to live. 
But Gui Lro RD keep thy ſacred truth unſtain d, 
And half my immortality is gain'd. 

Ye virgin ſaints that in your carly bloom, 
From crucl tyrants met a fatal doom, 
That dy'd the honour of the chriſtian faith, 
And boldly trod the ſame illuſtrious path, 
To animate the youthful ſutt 'rer's breaſt, 
Appear in all your heav'nly glories dreſt ; 
Shew him your ſparkling crowns, the bright reward 
For ſuch diſtinguiſh'd- conſtancy prepar'd ; 
Open your roſic bow'rs, your bliſsful ſeats, 
Your gardens of delight, and ſoft retreats, 
Where gentle gales ambroſial odours blow, 
And ſprings of joy in endleſs currents flow, 
Wich ſmiling viſions recreate his ſoul, 
And cv'ry doubting anxious thought controul, 
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Lord Gu1Lrory DvuvLey to Lady Jang Gray, 


AY ev'ry watchful angel guard thy 
? Lite ! 

My lovely princeſs, and my charming 
| wite! 

For thee I importune the skies with pray rs, 
And waſt the tedious hours in gloomy cares. 
Were I from all the world but thee confin'd, 

I'd call my ftars propitious ſtill, and kind; 
Thoſe priſon walls would prove a fafe retreat, 
From all the reſtleſs factions of the great. 
Sink, curſt ambition, to thy native hell! 

And with thy kindred fiends for ever dwell ! 
Were I, my fair, again poſſeſt of thee, 

What toys, were kingdoms, and their crowns te 
Inglorious in ſome bliſsful ſhades I'd prove, (me! 
The filent joys of unmoleſted love, 

Why was thy birth deriv'd from antient kings? 
Our miſery from this fatal greatneſs ſprings : 
Indulgent love a gentler lot deſign'd, 

Nor form'd for publick cares thy guiltleſs mind; 
Thy thoughts were all employ'd on ſofter themes, 


Tender and innocent as infant's dreams: 


And yet — but heav'n the title diſallows, 

A crown, methoughr, look'd glorious on thy brows. 
In ev'ry look, in all thy graceful mein, 

The brighteſt rays of majeſty were ſeen; Im- 


- 


* 
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Imperial beauty ſparkled in thy eyes, 

I gaz d with Extacy, and nc ſurprize; 
A thouſand times I preſs'd thy lovely hand, 
And cry'd, Twas form'd a Scepter to command. 

But theſe gay ſcencs tor ever take their flight, 
Like ſome fantaſtick viſion of the night. 

Oh could my death the angry Queen appcaſc, 
Could that alone a raging faction pleaſe, 
Unterrity'd I'd mcet the publick ſtorm, , 
And challenge death in ev'ry dreadful form. 
But oh ! what horrors riſc — thy tender life 
What would I ſpeak My lov'd,mybcaut'ouswite! 
What counſel can thy wretched husband give? 
On any terms I fain would have thee live. 
Forgive my ſtagg'ring faith, my coward heart, 
My better thoughts diſclaim this ſhameful part. 
What courſe can my diſtracting paſſions take, 
When thou, when truth, when heay'n itſelf's at ſtake? 
To endleſs darkneſs would I drag thee down, / 
And poorly rob thee of a martyr's crown. 

May heaven forbid! — I'll be thy joy ful guide, 
Nor ſhall the fatal ftroke our fouls divide. 

O death ! where is thy boaſted conqueſt now ? 
Where are the frowns and terrors of thy brow ? 
Thou haſt an angel's hcav'nly-form and air, 
Pleaſures and graces in thy train appear. 

Ten thouſand kind tranſporting ſcenes ariſe, 

O come my fair! they call us to the skies. 
Beauties, like thee, in nature's carly pride, 
Undaunted for their facred faith have dy'd ; 
With theirs, with all th' illuſtrious names of old, 
The Britiſh glory, thine ſhall be enroll'd. 
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LETTER ON RL: 
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To Mrs. ras as 


ManDAM, | 

Cannot ſay you have turned me into 
an angel; I have too much mo- 
deſty to compliment you ' or my 
ſelf with ſuch miracles; but you 
have certainly given an elevation 


to my mind, which I never before experienc'd : 


And without any deſign, but doing you juſtice, 
T may own, that from a ſavage I am become hu- 


man, and from a libertine, regular and conſiſtent, 


from a lover you have metamorphos'd me into a 
reaſonable creature, However odd this confeſſion 
appcars, this is making you a greater compliment 
than ſwearing you have made me a lunatick and a 
madman. Tis more glorious for you, to be va- 
lacd: by a man in his right ſenſes, than to be ſtar'd 
at by one quite out of his wits : My being more 
reaſonable, docs not argue that you arc leſs 
amiable. gots on OT 

For inward greatneſs, unaſfedbed wiſdom, 

And ſandity of manners, improve your, charms. 

ADD1$0N, 


W rA 


Vou have convinced me that virtue is more 
than an empty name, that - ti. the moſt ſacred 
reality. Lice, I acknowledge the bright Divinity 3 
Pe infults my infidelity by a thoufand modern in- 
ſtances of her power; among the youthful and 
mature, the gentle and ſcvere, fbe boaſts her vo- 
taries: Virtue retires no more to cottages and 
eclls, but ſccure of publick triumph and applauſe, 
ſve makes the Britiſb court her imperial reſidence- 


The Goddeſs all her glorious ſelf appears, 
When Carolina's royal form ſhe tert; 
With ev'ry conquring charm ſhe ſtands reveal d, 
While ſubject hearts their glad allegiance yield. 


Long may this propitious Queen be the joy and 


boaſt of a great and happy nation! You find I am 


grown publick ſpiritcd : Tis you have given this 
generous ardour to my ſoul, and kindled the ſincereſt 
zcal tor the honour of my king and country. I 
grow impaticnt to draw my {word in their de- 
tence, and would commence the hero: Nor will 
I diſſemble the truth, but treely own to you, that 
in my ſtate of infidelity, my bravery was all at- 
fected, and often diſguis'd the moſt ſlaviſh terrors. 
I perceive, Madam, tis my own panegyrick I 
am writing rather than yours: Indeed my cha- 
racter cannot be in better hands; I have certainly 
done my ſelf juſtice, and been punctual in the re- 
cital of my good qualities, and with great mo- 
deſty have thought fit to propoſe my ſelf, as an 

example of the reformation of manners. 
ed You 


5 
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You will conclude I am in a diſpoſition to 
write a moral cſfay, rather than a love-letter, 
which was really my prime intention; but you 
have ridicul'd all my figures of rhetorick on that 
ſubject, ſo that I am forc'd to change my tile, in 
my own defence. But I hope I am intelligible, 
in aſſuring you, I am without reſerv:, 


MaDan, 
Your moſt devoted, 


and moſt bumble Servant, 


AlLnanvus. 
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N IS certainly better for your ſelf, and 
25 | more for the ſecurity of mankind, 
that you ſhould live in ſome rural 
abode, than appear in the world ; 
ſuch perſons as you are fatal to the 
publick tranquillity, and do miſchief without cver 
deſigning it: But I muſt own when belles and 
beaux retire to country ſhades for the fake of 
heavenly contemplation, the world will be well 
reformed. A hermit's life might be tolerable, 
while the ſerious hours are Ahided betwecn Hide- 
Part and the Opera; but a more diſtant retreat in 
the full pride of your charms and youth, would 
be very extraordinary. To be convinced by ſo 
early experience, that mankind are amus'd only 
with dreams and fantaſtick appearances, muſt pro- 


ceed trom a 2 degroe of virtuc and good 
ſenſe. 
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ſ:nſe, After a thouſand convictions of the vanity 
of their purſuits, how tew know the _— of 
theſe tew lincs, | 


Sweet ſolitude ! when life's gay hours are paſt, 
Hoe er wo range, in thee we fix at laſt, 

Toft thri' tempeſtuous ſeas ¶ the voyage ver} 
Pale we look back, and bleſs the friendly ſhore, 
Our own ftrit judges our paſt life we ſcan, 
Aud ask if virtue has enlarg'd the ſpan ; 

If bright the proſpect, we the grave diſis, 

Truſt future ages, and contented die. 

T'1cxELL. 


Nothing is perhaps more terrible to the ima» 
gination than an abſolute ſolitude; yet I muſt own 
ſuch a retreat as diſcagages the mind from thoſe 
intereſts and paſſions, which mankind generally 
purſuc, appears to me the moſt certain way to 
happineſs : Quictly to withdraw from the crowd, 
and leave the gay and ambitious to divide the 
honours and pleaſures of the world, wirhout be- 
ing a rival or competitor in any of theſe advan- 
tages, mult leave a prey] in perfect and unen- 
yy'd repoſe. 

Without any apology; I am going to talk to 
my ſelt, and what follows may properly be called 
a digreſſton. 

Let me loſe the remembrance of this buſy world, 
and hear no more of its diſtracting tumults! Ye 
vain grandeurs of the earth! Ye periſhing riches 


and fantaftick pleaſures ! What are your proudeſt 
N 22 boalts ? 


ern 
boaſts ? Can you yield undecaying delights ? 
Joys becoming the dignity of reaſon, and the ca- 
pacities of an immortal mind? Ask the happy 


ſpirits above, at what price they value their en- 
joyments; ask them it the whole creation ſhould 


purchaſe one moment's interval of their bliſs, 


No — one beam of celeſtial light obſcures the 
glory, and caſts a reproach on all the beauty this 
world can boaſt. | | 

T his is talking in buskins, you will think ; and 
indeed I may reſign crowns and ſcepters, and 
give up the grandcurs of the world, with as much 
imaginary triumph, as a hero might fight battles 
and conquer armics in a dream, In the height of 
this romantick inſult I am, 


MaDan, 


Your moſt oblig'd, 


humble Servant, 


LE T- 
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To the Same. 
MADAM, 
am certainly dead and buried, accord- 
92 ing to your notions of liſe; intert d 
in the ſilence and obſcurity of a 
country retreat, far from the dear 


town and all its joys 3 which in your gay appre- 


| henſjons cannot properly be called living. But 


for me (who ask nothing but cafe and liberty, in 

order to be happy) I am willing to inform you, 
J am in a ſtate of exiſtence, and capable of the 
entertainment your wit would have given me, if 
you had been ſo obliging as to have filled the 
blank paper you ſent: Nothing could be more 
nicely malicious, nor is it poſſible for you to ima- 
gine, how the light of ſo much clean paper tor- 
mented me. How many ſparkling things could 
you have writ, and not exhauſted your ftock, nor 
got the vapours by over-ſtuding your ſelf: But I 
hope you will make me ſome reparation, by the 
length of your next. I will not inſiſt on your 
writing ſenſe or reaſon, if that will be any privi- 
lege to you; but tho' nonſenſe from you would 
be a great novelty, it would coft you ſo much 
pains to write it, that I am afraid you would ſend 


me a ſhorter epiſtle than your laſt, 
Tam, Madam, your moſt obedient, &c. 
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LETTER II. 


To the lame, 


Th g ſtill alive: I ought to have dy'd in 

pure civility, which would have 
| been the only ſufficient excuſc tor 
my filencc. But really madam, it coſts me more 
pains to indite an epiſtle to you, than it would 
to write a book to ſome ſort of readers; and I 
can't help wiſhing I had more wit, or you a 
great deal leſs, 

Your prohibition of Li/liput paper, will drive 
me to great extremitics, and what I molt tcar, 
will oſten prove a ſevere excrciſc to the patience 
of my gentle reader, I am reduced to a necet- 
ſity of talking of this world or the next: For the 
next, you are ſo happy at preſent, that you may 
not be always diſpos'd to think of ſo ſolemn a 
ſubject; and for this I amr entirely ignorant: my 
converſation is confin'd to whiſpering trecs, and 
murmuring brooks, and J cannot give you the 
leaſt intelligence of what paſſcs among mortals. 


My 


Moral and Entertaining: 95. 


My fate, madam, is juſt the reverſe of yours, 
You had a great many things in your head, but 
wanted paper; I have clean paper enough, but 
nothing at all in my head, tis a vacuum, a diſ- 
mal emptyneſs; and unleſs I fill the blank paper 
with the curious flouriſh of a true-love's knot, I 
muſt ſubſcribe, 


Madam 
Your moft oblig'd 
Humble Servant. 


To the ſame. 
5 HE Hlvan ſcenes never appeared 
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more beautiful (not even in Mr. Pope's 

* paſtorals) than in thoſe ſoft lines you 

encloſcd. I hope you will find all 
the joys that peace and innocence 
can give, in your charming retreat. Your de- 
ſcription haſted my imagination through a thou- 
ſand enchanting ſcenes. I wiſh you may long en- 
Joy thoſe fine walks you are contriving: Not that 
IT wiſh you may ſec as many returning ſprings, as 
the fair damſels before the deluge ; when an in- 
ſulting beauty might take fifty years deliberation 
to anſwer a Billet-doux, and act the tyrant five 
hundred years, in the full pride of her charms, 
But you ſhew no ambition at all of this nature, 
and I am perſuaded tis no manner of mortifica- 
tion to you, that your conqueſts are limited to a 
ſhorter datc. | | | 

I am going, madam, to put you in mind again, 
that you are mortal. I fancy you open my let- 
ters with as much gravity as you would a funeral 


ſermon, and read them with the ſame ſeriouſneſs: 
but 
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but you ſeem pleas'd with theſe ſubjects, and a- 
midſt the brighteſt advantages of youth and for- 
tune, are a reaſonable creature, as well as a fine 
lady. Theſe ſort of reflections from me are not 
the vapours; I am pretty tree from the ſpleen, 
as you know all halt-witted people are. But in 
the gayeſt diſpoſition, death would have a diſ- 
mal view, and wear ten thouſand horrors, if an 
immortality beyond it did not brighten the ſcene. 

Without this proſpect, it would not be worth 
the while to begin a generous triendſhip.- When 
we have ſcen a few more ſetting ſuns (for ri- 
ſing ſuns ſome people never ſec) when a few more 
flying hours are paſt, with life to relign the moſt 
exalted of human ſatisfactiops, would I 
all the horrors of the grave. 

I might with leſs trouble recommend fre 
good book to your peruſal, and keep this divini- 
ty for my own uſe, You will be ovexjoyed that 
I am come to a conclution, and am ;,, 


Madam, 
Tas, on 


rer. 
45 the Same. 


go U R reflections on * * death 
have ſomething in them ſo juſt and 
agreeable, that I am recompenc'd 
for his loſs, whatever damage the reſt 
of the world ſuffers by it. 

It pleaſes me to find you ſo often returning to 
a ſubject, that moſt people take ſo much pains to 
avoid. If immortality is the pride and happineſs 
of human nature, why ſhould it not be mention'd 
with the ſame gaiety, with which we talk of other 
agrecable things? The other world is at leaſt a 
greater novelty than this ; nor is it ſuch a glori- 
ous round of action, to cat, to drink, and ſlcep, 
that people ſhould have an averſion to think, it 
not to try what variety of enjoyments a future 
life will give them. But to forget this, is the 
deſign of all the thoughtleſs amuſements the wit 
of man can invent. What Monſicur Paſcal ſays, 
is perfectly juſt. 


_ I origine de toutas les occupations tumultuares 
des hommes, & de tout ce qu on appelle divertiſe- 
mon 
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ment ou paſſe-tems, & en effet que diy laiſſer paſſer 
le tems ſans le ſentir, ou le plitit ſans le ſentir 
ſoy-meme, & d' eviter en perdant cette partie de la 
vie le degolt in terieur. L' ame eft jette dans le 
corps pour y faire un ſcjour de peu de durde. Elle 
ait que ce neſt qu'un paſſage 4 un voyage tternel, 
quelle nu que le peu de tems que dure la vie 
pour 3% preparer. Mais ce peu le commode- fi fort 
& ” embaraſſe fi etrangement quelle ne ſonge qu d 
le perdre. Celuy eft une peine inſupportable a voire 
de penſer 4 ſoy. Ainfi tout ſon ſoui eft de 
Soublier ſoy meme, & de laiſſar couler le tems fi 
court & fi pretieux ſans reflection, en s "occupant 
des choces qui Fempechent d' penſer. 


I'll ſtop here, or you will certainly think I am 
going to tranſcribe the whole book, to fave you 
the trouble of throwing away your money on a 
Moral Eſſay. And perhaps, Madam, you may 
not be in ſo grave a humour, as when you wrote 
laſt : For all human things are changeable, and 
have ſometimes good, and ſometimes evil diſpoſt- 
tions; and in what circumſtance this will find you, 
is an uncertainty to 


MaADAN, 
Your moſt obedient, 


and moſt humble Servant. 
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To the Same. 


71 O U vill find, Madam, to your 
Wl grict, I have not hir'd the carrier 
to loſe the large paper you ſent me ; 
but I have certainly more compaſ- 
| lion for you than to fill it. One 
would think you intended I ſhould write a Weſtern 
Journal, and give you a full and true relation of 
all the ghoſts and apparitions that are ſcen in the 
County of for theſe are the only remark- 
able events which happen here. 

Theſe are the regions of ſleep and repoſe, not 
of action: For my own part, I neither hope, nor 
fear, contrive, nor deſign any thing that relates 
to this mortal life, but am as much at reſt as the 
peoplc that are ſleeping in their ſepulchres. I am 
in ſome doubt whether I belong to the ſociety of 
the living, or the dead, and am ready to ask my 


ſclt, 


Is this exiſtence a or a dream © 


I can't perſuade my ſelf to with you any thing, 
but juſt what you are, a meer earthly creature. 


It would bc too great a diſadvantage to find you 
| in 
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in a rank of beings ſuperior to mortals: I am ſo 
ſenſible of the diſtance at preſent, that I car't wiſh 
you in a greater elevation. If I ask d any thing, 
perhaps it would be to ſet you more on an equa- 
lity, that I might have an opportunity to con- 
vince you how fincere and diſintereſted my 
friendſhip is. 

By your account, L* B lives a very 
unactive and inglorious life. Tho? he has been ſo 
long as four months in the world, he has had ſo 
few adventures, that I can but juſt ſtretch my 
invention to compoſe half a ſong for him. 


Thou pretty, ſmiling, zuiltleſs Thing 
Of thee what can the muſes ſing, 
Unleſs they ſpeak in prophecy, 
How great a Hero thou ſhalt be ; 

Thy country's patron, and the grace 
Of ****#% Jong illuſtrious race. 


With verſe and proſe, reflections gay and ſeri- 
ous, ſome with a meaning, and others without 
any mcaning at all, I am at laſt, to your un- 
ſpcakable ſatisfaction, come to an end ot this fine 
Epiſtle, and am going to ſubſcribe my elf, 


MaD am, 


Yours, &c. 


” DL 
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Jo the Same. 
MA DAM, 
OUR concern for *****, is the 
moſt melancholy circumſtance in the 
D  zccount you have given me of his 
| SE £4 A death, The toil, the long fatigue 
is paſt, and all to come is reſt and 
endleſs joy. : The happy ſpirit i is for e ever wand» 


cring now. 


— ie boundleſs realms of bliſs, 
_; Where pleaſure bloſſoms with eternal ſpring, 


You expreſs your ſelf with ſo much good ſenſe | 
and true greatneſs of mind on this occaſion, that 
nothing could ſct your character in a more agree- 
able light: The death of your friends ſeems to 
reconcile your thoughts to the unknown regions. 

With regard to your ſelf, it might be no diſad- 
vantage to quit the world ſo carlßy: To die in 
the pride of lite, and all the ſplendor of youthful 
virtuc, has ſomething far more glorious than to 
languiſh out the dregs of lite in the exerciſe of no 
virtue but paticnce. 


You 
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You find, Madam, I am perſuading you to die 
with great compoſure. I ſuppoſe you think your 
{clf obliged to me tor reſigning my friends to their 
deſtiny with ſo much calmneſs and ſubmiſſion ; 
but really 'tis in meer charity to you ; for if you 
grow wiſe ſo ſoon, I can't imagine how you will 
fill up the tedious round of threeſcore years and 
ten, if Heaven for the happineſs of mankind, 
ſhould continue your lite to that date. 

How many people would ſuſpend their part 
in the joys of paradiſe till the heavens are no 
more, for the mot trifling of thoſe amuſements 
which you deſpiſe : But while you think ſo juſtly 
of this world and the next, I muſt confeſs, the 
manner of life, to which your quality confines 
you, excites my compaſſion. Indeed you may 
diſpenſe with me for practiſing this height of 
charity, while you are the object of almoſt every 
body's envy. But be as happy as the world can 
make you; 'tis all but ſleeping and dreaming; 
and, as Mr. Law ſays, Being amuſed with a vain 
fucce/ion of ſhadows. 

This quotation, you may imagine, is to ſhew 
my great reading: When I am writing to you, I 
would indeed ſhine with every advantage; but 
the height of my ambition is being, | 


Madan, 


_ Toms, 06 
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will now gladly diſmiſs 


To the Same. 


ind tis gencrally a very ſelfiſh motive 

chat makes me write to you, my de- 
ſign being to cxtort an anſwer. If 
you had but ſo much diſintereſted 
charity, as to write without expecting a reply, I 
ſhould certainly reccive the favour with the ut- 


moſt gratitude and modeſty : However, 'tis well 


that you indulge my talent of impertinence, and 


never ſtrictly inſiſt on common ſenſe. 


At preſent I can't entertain my ſelf, much leſs 
you: the creation ſeems to want variety; and I 
am as much inclin'd to cry for more worlds as 
Alexander the Great was, only my uneaſineſs is 


for the ſake of novelty, for I have little ambition: 
Not enough to leave you in an error, tho' to 
my own advantage. I would not maliciouſly leſ- 


ſen my ſclf, nor detract from my own good qua- 
litics, which certainly appear to my vicw in their 
full magnitude; yet ſuch is the force of truth, 
that I muſt confeſs you have given me a ſort of 
imaginary character, and I am a heroine of your 
own making; ; as great minds always ſuppoſe they 
find in others the ſame virtucs they really poſſeſs 
themſelves. 

My letter is of a convenient length, and you 


Tour moſt humble Servant. 


1 
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By another HAN o. 


„ 


Was fo far from thinking your letter 
dc effect of the ſplecn, that I am per- 
ſuaded 'twas written in one of your 

AE gayeſt intervals: To a mind turn'd 

like yours, the thoughts of death muſt be all 

ſerene and agreeable. I fancy you will be pleas'd 
with theſe lines which Monſieur Menard order'd 
to be written over his cloſet door. \ 


Las d'eſperer & de me plaindre, 

De! amour des grands & du ſort, 
Ceſt ici que j; atteus la mort, 
Sans le deſirer, ou le craindre. 


Ceſt bien le caractere, le plus beau, & le plus rare 
qu'on puit avoir. But᷑ the eternal hurry that at- 
tends an exalted ſtation, needs a higher pitch of 
virtue, to kcep the mind in a proper temper to 

| mect 
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meet our diſſolution, than is generally attain'd; 
and dying in pomp gives a thouſand terrors to 


the ſatal period. . 


Had I been An ſome humble villager, 
And in a peaceful cottage paſs'd my days, 
Far from the guilty pageantry of courts, 

In innocence my life had calmly paſt, 

And with a ſmile I might reſign my breath. 


The world has I think as few charms for me, 
as for moſt people of my age ; but I muſt own, 
J feel a ſort of reluctance to part with every 

thing below, and a dread to enter on thoſe un- 
known regions, from whence none return, to tell 
us what they find. 

| Betwixt the whiſtling of the wind, and the 

4 roaring of a fall of watcr, I have at preſent a 

ſolemn and agreeable conſort, and can't help ad- 

dreſſing my ſelf with Mira to the winter. 


To thee my gently drooping head I bend, 
Thy /igh my /ifter, and thy tear my friend; 
On thee I muſe, and in thy haſt ning ſun 
See life expiring, e er tis well begun; 

Thy fick'ning ray and venerable gloom 
obew * s laft ſcene, the ſolitary tomb. 


Adieu, 


CIEORA. 


LE T- 
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EmMHITHER ſhall I direct for you? 
arc you ſtill an inhabitant of the 
carth, or aſcended to the ætherial 
regions F am I addreſſing a mortal, 
or an immortal ſpirit ? in what lan- 
guage muſt I ſpeak ? It you are ſtill in this world, 
I am determin'd to moleſt you; and I hope this 
letter will find you in the midſt of ſome agrecable 
reverie, and chaſe the gaudy viſion from your 
fancy. 

I cannot praiſe your virtue in becoming a re- 
cluſe, and getting the victory by a cowardly 
flight : I would have you raiſe your character, 
by yenturing into this wicked town, and by de- 
ſpiſing the world in the midſt of its dazling temp- 
tations. 

To rcad a treatiſe of deyotion, inſtead of a new 
play, and preſerve your ſcrious temper, ſur- 
rounded with vanity and diverſions, would be a 
more heroical part, than enjoying an inglorious 
tranquillity, among py ſtreams and flowery 
meadows. | 
Belides here would be the addition of mortifi- 


cation, to heighten your virtue: For you would 
7 2 ſcarce 
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ſcarce find the crying of Small Coal as harmonious 
3 found, as the warbling of nightingals ; nor the 
ſmell of Sea-coal ſinoak, as fragrant as the breath 
ol opening violets and primroſes. 

But my comparilons are ſo much to the advan- 
tage of the country, that I am afraid you will 
ſuſpect my advice to be the effect of envy, and I 
had as good throw off a diſguiſe, and own that at 
preſent my way of living is a ſeries of imperti- 
nence, and were it to continue, 


Far rather would I in ſome humble cell, 
Diſtant from all that's gay for ever dwell, 
Than waſt my flying hours, and thus divide 
My time, 'twixt folly, calumny and pride; 
Still trifling, thus debaſe the gift of ſenſe, 
And tive the flave of dull impertinence. 


I have not yet had the curioſity to ſee the new 
Opera : The weather is ſo hot, that I think ſhady 
goves and chryſtal ſtreams more reſreſhing than 
a crowded theatre. Indeed the town was never 
more diſagrecable to me than now. I wiſh I knew 
whether it proceeds from being more wiſe, or 
morc dull: I am afraid the latter, for as to an 
incrcaſe ot wiſdom, I can't ſay, I am ſenſible of 
it in any other inſtance. 

The greatcit happineſs perhaps that can be at- 
tain'd in this world, is only inſipid indolence, 
and not any real pleaſure. How different does it 
prove from thoſe gay viſions that youth forms to 
itſelf, when it firſt launches out into the flattering 

occan ! 
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ocean! How ſoon do tempeſts of trouble and 
confuſion riſc ! while nothing is ſo common as the 
deſire of long life, and yet how ſmall a part ol 
mankind would care to trace back their lives 
again, in the ſame ſteps they did before! Tho 
perhaps the only variety would be, to change one 
folly tor another; to quit the play-houſe for 
ombre, or the gentle ſtrains of the opera for the 
ſcrious contemplation of their own dear perſons 


in a looking-glaſs. 
I am yours, 


CLEORA. 
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ee Beg you not to write any more on 
Lilliput paper: I am almoſt afraid to 


. open your letter, tor fear of finding, 
CR after a reſpecttul margin, Madam, 
at the top, and your name at the bottom, and 
trackleſs waits of blank paper between, for me to 
fill up at my Iciſurc. 

' You will be ſurpriz'd to find, that at a time 
when my health is declining, I ſhould be plant- 
ing trees, and laying out walks, as it I thought 
I had two or three hundred years to enjoy them. 
I nced not aſſure you I have no ſuch expecta- 
tions; but it gives me an innocent delight to 
form theſe ſylvan ſcenes in an irregular manner, 
and with a ſecret art, to imitate nature in her 
negligent appearance. | 

I have no giants in yew, nor tygers or birds 
in holly; but initcad of them, firrs and pines, 
that grow juſt as nature deſign'd them; and ſo 
intcrmix'd with woodbincs, ſyringa's, and other 
flow'ry ſhrubs, that in a ſew months they will be 
a perſect wilderneſs of ſweets. 

The farisfattion I take in this undertaking, 
makes me oſten fancy I am not ſincere in my 


(Monghts of ſoon leaving it. I am as buſy in my 
garden, 
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garden, and as much ſurfeited with the Grand 
Monde, as ever Diocleſian was. 

Sente qualche Stupidita che m impediſte di Go- 
dere uma wila nella corte piena di Splendore e ceri= 
monia tanto che quella che chi fi trova nelea can- 
pagna ſenza Gloria & ſenza turbenza. 

Every plant that flouriſhes gives me a pleaſure, 

and every drooping tree infects me with languiſh- 
ing: I watch every decay among my flowers, as 
a celebrated beauty would do grey hairs or 
wrinkles. 
L have two or three ſheep that perplex me as 
much as /e Berger Extravagant's flock did him; 
and were I to indulge my rural delights, and re- 
turn no more to the noiſy town, I ſhould fall in- 
to the moſt ſoothing and agreeable madneſs ima- 
ginable. 


Come, Amarillis, come, and with me ſhare 

T he blooming woodbines, and the fragrant air. 

Together o'er the flou ry walks we'll rove, 

Or /it beneath the ſhelter of the grove : 

White flocks upon the hills around us bleat, 

And eccho's to the ſtreams their voice repeat. 

Among the willows in a gloomy ſbade 

By nature found, there ruſbes a caſcade 

Upon its banks you undifturb'd may lie, 

While m ee, wafts you to the 5ky. 
CrRORX. 
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N EOPLE ſcem at preſent more bu- 
Þ Fa ly employ'd in preparing for the 


King's birth-day, than for their own 
N laſt, . — 2 to be in greater an- 
xicty for a ſcat in the dancing-room, than for a 
ſeat in paradiſe. 

I was laſt night with a barge of muſick 
follow'd us; but in the midſt of this gaicty your 
letter was not the only thing that put me in 
mind of mortality. I had ſuch a violent pain in 
my head, that neither the wit of the company, 
the ſoftneſs of the muſick, nor the beauty of the 
evening, could give me any ſincere delight. 
If pleaſure be the lot of man, it muſt be in ſome- 
thing beyond the grave, for on this ſide conſtant 
experience tells us, all is vanity. | 

But this confeſſion has hardly any influence on 
human conduct; for people in a high rank muſt 
often act againſt their reaſon, to avoid being 
thought untaſhionable ; and for fear of being 
thought mad by the modiſh world, muſt act in a 
manner which they arc ſenſible is being truly ſo, 
to keep in vogue with their polite contempo- 
rarics. | 


I can't 


Moral and Entertaining. 
I can't forbear thinking with my ſelf, that if a 
being endow'd with reaſon, and a capacity of 
judging, (an inhabitant of another planet, and an 
utter ſtranger to our nature) could take a view of 
our actions, he would be at a loſs what to ima- 
gine we were; and had he no informer, but 
were to judge by our conduct, he would certain- 
ly either imagine that we were a ſpecies who were 
inſur d always to live in the world we now inha- 
bit; or elſe that after enjoying our ſelves here as 
long as we could, we were to be inſenſible for 
ever, without the leaſt expeRation of a future 
judgment, puniſhment, or reward. 

You would hardly make an apology for de- 
firing me to write to you, if you knew how 
n pleaſure the injunction gives to 


Yours unalterably 


CLEOR As 
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HE neus of my Lord — death 
haas been ſo great a ſhock to me, 
that I want all your arguments 
againſt long lite, to reconcile me to 
the ſhortneſs of his, at the latter 
end of ſeventy ycars; I have much ado to think 
that he did not die too young, ſince he had 
ſtrength enough to endure the moſt exquiſite tor- 
ments. I lov'd him moſt ſincercly as a relation, 
and cſtcem'd him as a moſt valuable and faithful 
friend. My thoughts are continually employ'd 
about him, and I grieve for my own loſs, and 
rcjoice at his gain in the ſame moment ; and can't 


forbcar following him with my ſpeculations to 


the manſions of eternal pcace, and enquiring with 
Mr. Tickell, in his verſes on the death of Mr. Ad- 
aiſon, | 

In what new regions to the juft gd, 

What new employments pleaſe tÞ unbody'd mind ? 

A winged virtue, thro” th ætberial st, 

From world to world unwearied does he fly r 

Or curious trace the long laborious maze 

Of Heav'n's decrees, where wond'ring angels gaze ? 

Does he delight to hear bold ſeraphs tell 

How Michael battled, and the dragon fell? 
Or, mix d with milder cherubim, to glow 

In bymns of love 2 — 

| I can't 
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I can't help fancying how his ſoul is charm'd 
to find it ſelf at liberty, and no longer chain'd to 
an infirm body, which continually clogg'd it in 
all its operations. How. is he tranſported, to be 
admitted to the preſence of God his Saviour! 
And with what delight (if we may be allow'd to 
conjecture, that he remembers her) will he ſee his 
wite, for whom he has ſhed ſo many tears, in all 
the pomp of celeſtial glory! With what pleaſure 
will he gaze upon the skies, while they unfold 
their ſparkling treaſures ! And with what joy 
and wonder obſexve the planets in their courſes, 
and look into all&he deep pbiloſophy of Heaven! 
With what attention liſten to the ſongs of angels, 
while they tune their golden lyres to the praiſe, 
of God, and of the Lamb / And how will hig 
heart overflow with gratitude to his Saviour 
while he reflects on what he ſuffer d to purchaſe 
theſe pleaſures for him 

When I conſider the advantages of his change, 
I blame my grict: And yet who can forbear to 
lament the beſt of friends, the honeſteſt of men, 
and the moſt agrecable companion that ever was? 
_ Eſpecially in an age like this, where fo little 
honour, friendſhip and ſincerity are to be found. 
But I am not going to write a ſatyr upon man- 
kind, and therefore will ſay no more, but that 


I am faithfully yours, 


CLronrA, 
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To CLORIND 4 


RS] O U 2k me, my dear Corinda, what 

—_ is thc rcaſon of the deep mclanchol y 
you obſcrve in me, 'and arc amazed 
to ſee how little reliſh J have for 
CERT the things which amuſe other people 
of my age and quality. Your partiality for me 
makes you fancy that my indifference is the reſult 
of a good underſtanding, and that the force of 
my judgment has been able to ſubdue my paſ- 
ſions; but alas! how are you miſtaken ! My 
melancholy proceeds from the irregularity of my 


affections; love, vanity, diſtruſt and repentance, 


conſpire to rack me; and 


When I look batk on | at my former days, 
The only comfort the review w affords, | 
Fs that they're paſt. | 
For thro their courſe ] cannot recolle®, 
One free from ſorrow, guilt, or di appointment — 
Yet heedleſs ſtill tbro“ the ſame paths I ſtray, 
Aud raſhly venture on the dang rous road ; 
With open eyes like one aſleep I walk, 
And drink the cup, altho' I know tis poyſon'd. 
| Why 
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W hy am I lad thus captive by my will ? 

While reaſon, faithful guide, for ever warns 
My drowzy ſoul, to ſhun impending danger. 
This night may be my laſt ; I ner again 
May fee the dawning of another. morn, 
Shall I forego the joys of Heaven to footh, 
A wayward fancy, or deſtructive paſſion ? 
Ah no let ev'ry faculty unite 
To break the yoke / Reaſon reſume thy ſivay, 
And calm theſe wild diſorders of my breaſt ! 
N hiſper thy ſacred dictates to my heart, 
Aud bend it to th' obſervance of thy laws / 
Inſpire my ſoul with ev'ry heav'nly thought, 
And ſhow me wiſdom's paths ! direct my ſteps, 
Nor leave me thus benig ted. 


There is not in nature a greater contradiction 
than my thoughts and actions, and tis impoſſible 
for me to account why they are fo. I purſue the 
pleaſures of the world, at the ſame time that I 
know them to be flecting and worthleſs. I diſtract 
my ſelf about the opinion of the publick, tho? I 
deſpiſe the injuſtice of its cenfures. I can't for- 
bear repining at my unhappy circumſtances, in 
ſuffering my ſelf to be tormented with the ingra- 
titude of ſome whom I thought my friends, nor 
weeping while I indulge a hopeleſs paſſion, tho? 
I know that 


Vicky will my glaſs of life be run, 
Aud with it all my joys and ſorrows gone. 
Then 


| 
| 
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Then I no more ſhall feel love's cruel fire, 
But cold aud peaceful to the grave retire ; 


No more ſball weep for the licentious wrongs, 
Of judgments raſb, or ſcourge of ſland'rous tongues, 


And yet not even this reflection can arm me with 
patience, I am uneaſy with my faults, without 
correcting them; and in love with my duty, with- 
out practiſing it. I act contrary to my higheſt 
reaſon, and turn rebel to the authority of my 
own judgment, After this account of me, you 
will not wonder that I retire as much as I can 
from noiſe and hurry ; though no ſhade is gloomy 
enough to hide my folly from my eyes, nor any 
retreat calm enough to lull my paſſions, How- 
ever, I do not yet deſpair of conquering theſe 
vexations, by the aſſiſtance of religion, and the 
Grace of that God who will always be found, by 
thoſe who ſeck him in an humble ſenſe of their 
own unworthineſs, and a firm peliance upon his 
mercy. 

I am never in 1o whimſical a ſituation of mind 
in the midiſt of all my abſurdities, as to forget 
that I am by a thouſand obligations 


Your faithful Friend, 
and oblig'd Servant, 
IAIS. 


— — 
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My dear AL MIRA. 
ED: O U will be extreamly afflicted, tho 
; not ſurprized, to hear that after lan- 
1 aguiſhing ſo many montMs, the un- 
3 5 happy Teraminta yeſterday expir'd in 
my arms. The day before her death ſhe order'd 
every body but me to leave the room, and 
defired me to ſit down by her bedſide; then tak- 
ing me by the hand ſhe ſpoke to me in the fol- 

lowing manner. 

I fee, my faithful Ease that you are ſinking 
under the affliction which you ſuffer, to find that 
a few hours will deprive you not only of a ſin- 
cere and tender friend, but of a perſon whom 
your partiality inclines you to believe has ſome 
merit. I cannot leave you under this miſtake, 
and go out of the world with the guilt of deceiv- 
ing you; it is not poſſible for me to let you waft 
your tcars for a wretch who is unworthy of them: 
Yet let what I have ſuffered for my crimes, induce 
you to compaſſion, and my hard fate warn you, 
to _ againſt the brit glimmerings of a guilty 
— 


%% DST: inn 
paſſion; for that has been my ruin. Vou know 
] was married extreamly young, and upon the 
faſhionable unhappy views of eſtate and titles. 
However my husband's merit (which to my e- 
ternal confuſion I muſt ever acknowledge) joined 
to his fondneſs for me, gain d ſo far upon my heart, 
that if I had not all the paſſion that attends love, 
T had all the tenderneſs of an exalted friendſhip 
for him. In this calm ſtate I paſt the firſt fix years 
of our marriage, and had ſeveral children by him. 
But then his publick employment oblig'd him 
to enquire for a perſon to aſſiſt him in the diſ- 
charge of his officc: He had a young man re- 
commended to him for that purpoſe, whom he 
took into his houſe. He had ten thouſand good 
qualitics; he was juſt three and twenty, and per- 
fectly beautiful, at leaſt to me he appeared fo: 
But why ſhould I deſcribe him to you, or ſtrive 
to conceal the temptation, while I own the guilt, 
You know the deſtroyer of my peace and his 
own; 'tis the wretched Alouzo. He had not 
been long in the family before I began to have an 
affection for him that frighted me: His name 
alke&ted me, I could not hear him mentioned 
without trembling, or ſee him unexpectedly with- 
out becoming as pale as aſhes, and in a few months 
I found my heart was entirely given up to him. 
What eloquence can expreſs my grief at this 
diſcovery? My vows, my husband's merit, my 
family, my fame now appear d to me in their full 
force, and joined to wrack me. I paſt my nights 
in tears, and roſe more weary then I lay down, 
I flew 
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I flew to religious books tor ſuccour, but in, vain; 
I had neglected the danger 'till it was irretriev- 
able. I wandered in my houſe and gardens 
more like a guilty ghoſt than a living creature. 
And to add to my diſtreſs I obſerved an unuſual 
melancholy in the face of my dear Anse: He 
Was always i in my way, alone and penſive.., One 
evening, as I was ſtanding juſt without the door 
in the court before my houſe, obſerving the moon 
and ſtars, which were ſhining in their full. If plen- 
dor, and wiſhing my ſelf above thoſe * 
luminarics, that I might be no longer ſubject to 
that criminal paſſion, which rendered my life a 
burthen; I,chanced to put my hands behind me: 
I had not ſtood long in that poſture before 1 
thought I. ſelt ſomething gently touch my hand, 
and looking round I found it to be Alonzo; 455 
ſecing me about to leave Dus .took one of my 
hands, and holding 1 it betwixt his, preſſed it to 
bis boſom with an air of tenderneſs which pierced 
my very ſoul. However, I was enough miſtreſs 
of my ſelf to ask him, what behaviour of thine had 
encouraged him to hope, that I would endure fo 
unaccountable an inſolence. He told me that 
what he did was not the effect of hope, but of 
abſolute deſpair ; that his miſery was grown to 
ſuch an height, that it was incapable of receiving 
any aggravation ; and that though he loved nme 
to diſtraction, he did not even entertain a wiſh 
that I ſhould return a paſſion ſo much below me; 
and that if I, could forgive the frenzy that had 
brought him to make this declaration, he would 
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for the future obſerve an eternal ſilence. At 
theſe words he burſt into tears, and J leſt him 
with the utmoſt precipitation, to conceal a ten- 
derneſs which neither the obligations of my duty, 
or any other reflection were ſtrong enough to 
ſuppreſs. I was now ſunk to the depth of miſery, 
T had liſtened to the declaration of a love forbid- 
den by all the laws of Heaven and Earth, and 
contrary to every principle of virtue which my 
education had inftill'd into my ſoul. I knew not 
what method to take to free my ſelf and Alonzo 
from ſo unhappy a ſituation. Sometimes I re- 
ſolved to feign ſome cauſe of diſlike, and prevail 
with my husband to diſcharge him. When I had 
ſummoned all my aids of virtue, modeſty, and 
pride, and fancied my ſelf able to make the dread- 
ful propoſal, my paſſion brought back his idea 
to my heart, with all the charms of his mind and 
perſon, and repreſented him not only ruined in 
his peace, but in his fortune, by my ſeverity. 
Several months paſt in this ſtate of anxicty, and 
he religiouſly obſerved his word, nor ever once 
mentioned his paſſion. But at laſt the diſorder 
of his mind threw him into a fever, and his life 
was deſpaired of, Judge what I endured upon 
this occaſion. However conſcious modeſty hin- 
der d me from going near him in his illneſs, which 
laſted almoſt a fortnight. But at laſt his youth, 
and the ſtrength of his conſtitution, overcame his 
diſcaſe, and he was able to get up the ſtairs that 
led to my appartment, and was at the door of it 


juſt as I went out to call ſome of the ſervants. 


At 
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At that moment every good angel leſt me, and 1 
could not forbear expreſſing my joy to find him 
able to leave his bed. Aas“ ſaid he, why do 
Jou wiſh my miſery prolonged Death is my only 
road to peace, ſince I am hated by you. Theſe 
words, joined with the paleneſs of his looks, diſ- 
arm'd all my reſolutions, and I told him a ſecret 
which I ought rather to have died than have ut- 
tcr'd. I owned my paſſion, and begged him to 
live for my ſake, if not for his own. He was 
amazed and overjoyed at this confeſſion, and 
ſoon recovered his health. We now went on in 
a thoughtleſs road of pleaſure, and indulg 4 our 
mutual paſſion, till at laſt he preſſed me to give 
him the moſt guilty proots of it; and ſtrengthen- 
ed his cntreatics with all the arguments that {9 
good an underſtanding, aſſiſted by the powers of 
hell, could inſpire. But as paſſionately as I loy'd 
— he could not with all his eloquence, eraſẽ 
the ſentiments of innate virtue, and convictions 
of religion from my ſoul. I was not enough 
abandoned, but to look on adultery as a point 
of horror not to be outlived ; and though I al- 
lowed him libertics, which I am now convinced 
were guilty, yet I always kept my ſelf from the 
laſt ſteps of vice, and was ſo happy, that inſtead 
of my yielding to his arguments, he was con- 
vinced by minc, and asked pardon of God and 
me for the criminal deſign he had purſued, We 
now reſolved by the ſtrictneſs of our lives, to 
make what amends we could for the errors we 
had fallen into, and for theſe laſt three years have 
; R 2 applied 
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applięd our ſelves ſeriouſly to the ſecuring of out 
ſalvation. But we have never been able to con- 
quer our unhappy paſſion, though we have ſup- 
preſs d the effects of it. Tis this eternal contra- 
diction, joined to the remorſe I feel for my in- 
gratitudc to the beſt of husbands, which has 
brought me into the condition you fee. Happy! 
If by loſing my life, I could attone for my in- 
juſtice, How gentle would my agonics appear, 
if by their exceſs I could hope that they would 
be accepted as op of my puniſhment. What- 
ever I could ſuffer here, would be joyful to me, 
were I ſure it could cntitle me to mercy here- 
after. Here the fell into a ſwoon, but quickly 
revived, and liv'd till next day. About an hour 
before the dicd, ſhe ſent for her husband and 
children, and took leave of them with great ten- 
derneſs, and then lying down as if the would 
ſleep, cipired in a few minutes. They are in 
vaſt affliction for her: But no words can paint 
the deſpair of Alonzo. He has neither ſpoke nor 
cat ſince her death, and ſeems fo perfectly ſtu- 
pity 'd, that I fear his ſenſes are gone for ever. 
74 ons my dear ALMIRA: My tears _ ſo 
faſt that I can write no more. 
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; By the ſame Hand. 


8 "A Have at laſt taken the only means left 
ws me, to free my ſelf from your im- 
portunities, and the weakneſs of my 
nh Cw own heart, which argued but too 

_ much on your fide, I found my 
fame, and every other conſideration too light, 
when weigh'd in the ballance againſt your love; 
but the force of religion has turned the ſcale, and 
made me reſolve to ſpend the remainder of my 
weeping days in a convent : *T'is in that holy re- 
treat that J hope to find the peace, which I loſt 
in the world. You cannot be ſorry for this reſo- 
lution, when you conſider of it : For not all the 
polite maxims of the preſent age, are ſufficient to 
diſcountenance virtue, or bring vice into reputa- 
tion; or could they prevail in this world, would 
they be admitted at God's tribunal. Your Lord- 
ſhip may call this bigotry, or any other name, 
which the levity of your fancy, or modith prin- 
ciples can inſpire you with; but a day will come, 
in which you will find it iered truth; and you 


will 
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will be glad, that by ſhutting my ſelf for ever 
from your ſight, I hinder d you from the guilt 
you have purſu'd, and put it out of your power 
to ruin me. It would be no very pleaſing re- 
flection on your death-bed, that you had 1cduc'd 
a ſoul from the paths of pcace and virtue; and to 
give your ſelf a faſhionable liberty, had entail'd 
miſery and inſamy on a family, who have ſerv'd 
you with zeal and affection. What has my aged 
father left undone to ſupport your intereſt in the 
country ? With what tenderneſs did my mother 
educate your two young liſters, who were com- 
mitted to her care? And in return, you would 
bring their only daughter to the laſt degree of 
lin and ſhame : This may be gentcel, but ſurely 
it is not noble. How falſe are your ſentiments of 
honour and juſtice ? You thought it would be a 
reflection on your character, to marry into a 
family ſo much below you in birth and fortune ; 
but are not aſham'd to return a thouſand obliga- 
tions (pardon me my Lord, for great as you arc, 
I muſt call them ſuch) with the . higheſt injury, 
And tho' you have not ſucceeded in your guilt as 
to that, you robb'd two ancicnt , ſervants, nay 
friends of yours, of the joy of their eyes, and 
delight of their age, their only child; who by 
your licentious love is forc'd to ſeclude her ſelf 
from them, and the whole world for ever. I 
dread to think how they will ſupport this af 
fiction, I left a letter on the table to acquaint 
my mother with my retreat, but conceal'd the 
nr; for your fiſters ſake ; finge the might per- 

haps 
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haps reſolve to diſcharge her ſelf from an office, 
which ſhe has executed with ſo much care, and 
has produced her ſo cruel a requital. Let the 
ſorrow you brought upon my parents content 
you, and do not carry ruin into another family. 
Why ſhould you employ the fineſt underſtanding, 
and the moſt graceful perſon to promote the 
cauſe of hell? And why muſt the rank, power and 
wealth, which were given you to diffuſe happi- 
| neſs all round you, only ſerve to make y”=_ a 


of ſplendid miſchief ? 
I am now in a ſanctuary, where I cannot be 


the entertainment of your idle hours ; and where 
the time I ſpent in liſtning to you, ſhall now be 
employ'd in praying for your reformation ; the 
tears which I have often pour'd out in vain, to 
diſſuade you from your guilty enterprize, ſhall be 
ſhed before God for your ſins : For tho' you have 
us'd me with the utmoſt cruelty, your eternal 
welfare will always be the tendereſt concern of 


The unhappy 


ANASTASIA. 
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To LEONORA. 


Have been on the very borders of the 
grave, and have for ſeveral months 
endur'd all the pains and languiſh- 
KEN ments of a dangerous illneſs ; but it 
has pleaſed Go p to reſtore me to ſo tolerable a 
meaſure of health, that I am now able to think 
and write again: And with what pleaſure do I 
feel my ſelf once more at caſc ! 

How ungrate ful are the gencrality of mankind 
while they enjoy this bleſſing! and how ſeldom 
(when they are well,) do they reflect on the in- 
convenience and faintneſs, the wearineſs and pains, 
which attend a ſick bed! I never was ſenſible 
what I owed to Gos for my health, till I came 
to want it. While my blood flow d with an even 
un-interrupted courſe in its channels, and my 
arteries and ;incws were able to perform their 
ſeveral functions, I overlook'd that mercy which 
had contriv'd them for thoſe opcrations ; but as 
ſoon as they were obſtructed, I was ſenſible of 
their value: And while J ſicken'd at the ſight of 


my ſood, I envied the Peaſant, whoſe health 
enabled 
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enabled him to earn his dinner with the ſweat of 
his brow; and while I was in torment in a ſtately 
appartment, and reſtleſs on a bed of down, how 
. joytully. would I have exchanged conditions with 
the Hind, who in an humble cottage was flecp- 
ing on ſheaves of ſtraw ! How readily would I 
have parted with all the vanity of airy titles, all 
the advantages of riches and grandeur, to pur- 
chaſe health! Health which gives reliſh to cyęry 
enjoyment, and like the rays of light diffuſes 
beauty upon every object. When I was all, tha. 
beauty of the creation was effac'd to me; Lfaund 
no longer harmony in the ſounds of muſiek, nor 
joy while the ſun pour'd his meridian glory; but 
turn'd my eyes from the intolerable luſtre; and 
wiſh'd for the ſhades of night to veil his radiance 
I had no. pleaſure in ſceing every thing round me 
Aouriſh, while I wither'd and decay 'd-;/;Fhe 
birds that warbled near my window, ſeem d to 
ſing my funeral dirge, and every fly that buzz d 
in my chamber, ſounded like an alarm to judge- 
ment. When night came, I conſider'd that pro- 
bably I might never ſce daylight» again till tho 
morning of the reſurrection  dawn'd upon the 
earth : And when I was drowſy, and inclining to 
ſlcep, I imagin'd that I ſhould perhaps never 
wake, till I heard the voice of the arch-angel, 
and the found of the laſt trumpet, nor lift up my 
head, till I ſaw the Son of Man coming in the 
clouds with power and great glory. This near 
proſpe& of dcath and judgment, has put the 
world and all its gaudy vanitics into a juſt light, 

and 
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and has convinc'd me of the falſity of human 
comforts : And I have reaſon to bleſs G o p, who 
has given me ſuch an opportunity of ſeeing things 
as they really are, and by making me ſenſible of 
the ſmall conſolation that all the carth can afford 
in the time of illneſs, and at the hour of death, 
has directed my eyes and hopes to Heaven, and 
made me know the value of thoſe hours which 
were too often waſted in guilt or folly : And be- 
lieve mc, Lx O NOAA, you will ſome time or 
other be ſenſible of this important truth. You are 
not more ſecure of years to come, than I appear'd 
to be before this nMneſs, and will find the ſplen- 
dor of a court, and all the flatterics of life, mi- 
ſerable comforters upon a fick bed: The plea- 
ſures of this world will withdraw, and nothing 
remain with you but a ſenſe of your paſt conduct; 
and when you find your ſelf ready to quit the 
ſtage, you will have no concern about any thing, 
but how you have acted your part. 

I am ſtill very weak, tho' perſectly at caſe ; 
and I could be fatisfy'd to remain fo always, ra- 


ther than hazard being again a flave to my paſſions 
and pleaſures. I am, with all imaginable lincerity, 


Your moſt faithful 


Diana. 


LE T- 
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7 LYSANDER. 


ſummer at my eſtate in the weſt; I 
have been at it theſe ſix weeks: I 
brought no company hither but 
 Cleomedon, who is ſo fond of his ſtudics, that I 
ſeldom ſec him, unlcſs it be at meals, but then he 
is always ſprightly and chcarful : And at other 
times I entertain my felt cither in the park or 
gardens, which afford me ſo much amuſcment, 
that I never find the day too long. 

I can't forbear cpcating to you an adventure 
which I met with a few days ago: As I was ri- 
ding over ſome of my farms, I came to the brow 
of an cxtream high hill, from whence 1 had the 
proſpect of the moſt beautiful valley imaginable z 
it was full of woods, and water'd with a large 
river: in ſome places it run vcry broad and 
ſtreight, in others it was more contracted, and 
flow'd in a thouſand windings ; ſometimes it was 
loſt among the woods, and roſe again with freſh 
beauty, as it run through the flowery lawns. I 

was ſo charm'd with the fight of this Sylvan ſcene, 
32 chat 
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that I long'd to be in it, but the difficulty was 


how to get down the hill; for that fide next the 
valley was almoſt perpendicular, and fo rocky, 
and cover'd with wood, that it ſecm'd unpaſſable. 
However, I diſmounted, and lcading my horſe, 
found a narrow winding, by which I made a ſhift 
to get to the bottom of the hill ; at the foot of 
which was a delighttul plain, here and there in- 
tcrſpers'd with ſpreading oaks, becch and ſyca- 


more trecs. Here I had the pleaſure to obſerve 


the ſpring of the river that Water that beautiful 
valley: It guſhes out of the fide of the rock, and 
aſter falling from one. clitt to another a great 
hcight, runs even with the graſs through the 

lains and woods. I now got on horſe back again, 
and following the courſe of the river about three 
or four turlongs, I came to a low houſe, behind 
which there was a plat of trees, and beſore a little 
court, which had no other fence than a laurel 
hedge, breaſt high. There was a little wicket 
which ſtood open, and the neagneſs of the place 
tempted me to go in, which I did with the bet- 
ter aſſurance, becauſe I imagin'd by the appear- 
ance and ſize of the houſe, that it was not inha- 
bited by any perſons of diſtinction. I croſs'd the 
court without ſecing any body, and came into a 
hall, the ncatneſs of which is not to be deſcrib'd. 
But I own I was ſurpriz'd to ſee a harpſicord, 
upon which lay ſome muſick-books; I had the 


curioſity to look into them, and found ſome of 
them were Opera airs, but the greater part hymns 


and anthems, There lay on the table two large 
i tolio's 
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folio's of maps, and upon the ground I obſery'd a 
pair of very fine globes: A furniture fo diffe- 
rent from what I expected, made me uncertain 
whether I ſhould follow my curioſity, which led 
me to go up a ſtair-caſe that was at one end of 
the hall, or go back without diſturbing the own= 
ers of the houſe, who I now began to believe 
were of a different rank from what I at firſt ĩima- 
gin'd, and yct it was inconcetvable to me how 
any perſons of diſtinction ſhould be in ſuch a 
houſe. My curiolity at laſt prevail'd, and I went 
up; but when I came near the top of the ſtairs, 
I heard a perſon reading with great juſtneſs, in a 
clcar voice, which ſeem'd to be a woman's. I ſtopꝰd 
a little to liſten to her, and at laſt turning on my 
right-hand, I obſerved a door which ſtood half 
open, from whence I imagin'd the voice came: 
I drew near it without any noiſe, and could ſee 
a grave well-looking woman of about fifty, who 
was reading aloud to two very beautiful young 
ones, who were at work, embroidering flowers 
on white ſilk : They were drels'd alike in white 
ſattin waſtcoats, and brown luteſtring petticoats, 
and upon their heads fine lac'd caps, made like 
thoſe of the common peaſants. They had an air 
of innocence and modeſty greater than I ever 
ſaw : She who appear'd the elder of the two had 
dark hair, and the moſt blooming complexion 
imaginable; ſhe was tall and finely ſhap'd, and 
might have paſs d for an inimitable beauty, had 
not the young creature who ſat by her, ſhew'd 
that it was poſſible cven to ſurpaſs her: Her 


hair f 
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hair was almoſt flaxcn, and her skin could ſcarce 
be cquall'd by any poctical ſimile ; She had large 
blue cyes, and her cyc-brows and cyc-laſhes were 
a dark brown : She had a ſweetneſs in her coun- 
tenance which would have diſarm'd a tyger of 
its rage, I had conſider'd them but a few mo- 
ments, when ſhe who ſcem'd the elder of the 
young women look'd up, and ſeem'd ſurpriz'd 
at the ſight of a ſtranger : However, ſhe roſe 
with great civility, and ſaid, Madam, here is 9 
Gentleman who I believe would ſpeak with you, I 
then was ſo confounded, that I neither knew how 
to retire, or make an excuſe tor ſo unaccount- 
able a viſit, But the eldeſt of rhe ladics ask'd 
me to come in, with ſo benign and chearful an 
aſpect, that it gave me courage to own the oc- 
caſion of my intruſion, and ask à thouſand par- 
dons for it. To which the anſwer d, That my 
curioſity was its own puniſbment, fince it had 
made me take ſo much pains, to ſee what was 
fo little worth it, as her retirement. I had now 
time to view the room they were in: It was 
hung to the top of the chairs with finc Indian 
matting, above which, all round the room were 
ſhclycs filled with books, and upon looking into 
them, I tound them to be an admirable collection 
of hiſtory, divinity, and travels: There were a 
ſe books of the beſt philoſophy, and ſome 
plays There were upon ſtands ſeveral baſons of 
flowers; and in ſhort every thing was ſo elegant 
and charming, that I began to fancy my ſelf in 
an enchanted habitation, and could not forbcar 
| expreſſing 
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expreſſing my defire to know how people of ſo 
extraordinary a genius came to live in ſo very 
retir'd a manner: Which the elderly lady per- 
ceiving, told me, that if I had patience, ſhe 
would give me a faithful account of it. She faid 
her husband was the heir of a noble family, that 
his name was Theanor, by whom ſhe had two 
daughters, which were the young women I faw ; 
that her husband died when the eldeſt was betwixr 
eight and nine years old, and left great debts : 
In vain did ſhe apply to his rich relations, they 
would not aſſiſt her: So that ſhe found herfelf 
either obliged to alter her way of living, or leave 
his debts unpaid ; which tho” the laws did not 
force her to ſatisfy, ſhe thought herſelf bound to 
do by all the rules of juſtice and honour. She 
therefore diſcharg'd all her ſervants, except two 
maids, and an ancient clergyman, whom ſhe kept 
to inſtruct her daughters. With this ſmall family 
ſhe retir'd to this houſe, where ſhe ſaid ſhe had 
lived upwards of fifteen years. She paid her 
hasband's debts in the firſt ſeven ; bat had found 
ſo much peace in that ſolitude, that ſhe was loth 
fo ouit it, and had the plcaſure to find both her 
daughters in the fame mind. I could not forbear 
asking how they amufed themſelves in ſo abſolute 
a retreat, and in what manner they divided the 
day. In anſwer to which ſhe told me, that in- 
deed they ſeldom went abroad, and that when 
ſhe had given me an account of one day, the told 
me their whole courſe of lite for the laſt fifteen 


years. 


As 


nn. 
As ſoon as we ri/*, ſaid ſne, we meet in a little 
_ chappel below ſtairs, where the clergyman I men- 
tion d to you. reads prayers to us, and we fing a 
palm. After this, we have our breakfaſt, and 
my daughters amuſe themſelves with their muſick 
or painting, as they like bet, while I am buſied 
with the affairs of my family. About eleven o'clock 
we go imo a room, where we prepare medicines for 
the poor, who can't afford better help, and there 
have a preſs filld with clothes for them of all 
forts, and in the drawers under, are bibles and 
other books of devotien ; that. while we take care 
of their bodies, their ſouls may not be entirely neg- 
| lefled. Here we ſpend our time till we are ready 
mp . dreſs for dinner ; After dinuer, my daughters 
play on the harpficord, and ſing, or ſometimes we 
only converſe till we have a mind to come uþ 
Bit her, where one of us conſtantly reads while. 
the others work. In the eveniug we walk till 
Supper , after which, we call our little family, 
and end the day as we begun it, in praiſing 
Gop, aud imploring his protection. I told her, 
I was no. longer ſurpriz'd that they lik'd their 
way of living, ſiuce it appear d to me to be ſuc h, 
as muſt entirely ſecure them from all kinds of 
diſcontent. They none of them anſwer'd to 
this, and upon looking up, I ſaw the face of the 
eldeſt daughter cover'd with tears. I expreſſed my 
concera at this ſudden alteration, and begged to 
know the occaſion of it. Alas, ſaid her mother, 
this unhappy girl is more to be pitied than you 
imagine; and tis only on her account that I feet 

| ſorrou. 
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ſorrow. About five years ago ſbe fell deſperately in 
love with a young man, who was equally ſo with 


her : But the misfortune was, that he was nt 


only much below her in his fortune, but of a fa- 
mily which are notorious for their wickedneſs, 
tho he is not fo himſelf ; for his mother, who 


was perfely virtuous, had inſtilld into him all 
the principles of piety aud morality. They had 
lang had a mutual tenderneſs before J percein'd 
it : But when I did, and found how much Ro- 
ſella's heart was fixed, it afflicted me ſo that 1 
fell into a deep melancholy, which ended in a 
dangerous ſickneſs, and I was given over by my 
phyſicians. I then told Roſella the canſe of my 
neſs, and advisd her againſt a marriage, the 
apprehenſious of which had in all probability coft 
me my life. She fell on her knees by my bed-ſide, 
and bathiug my hands with her tears, begg d 1 
would endeavour to recover; for if ſomebody was 
to be the victim of her unhappy paſſion, ſbe was 
reſolved it ſhould be herſelf , ſince death would 
be leſs terrible to her, than offending me. I re- 
joic'd, and was ſurpris'd at her compliance, and 
hop'd her affefions had not been ſo firmly rooted 
as I ſince found. N hen I legau to recover, ſbe 
begged leave to write to Alphonſo, { for that was 
the name of her lover, and give him an account 
of the promiſe ſbe had made, and the reaſons which 
forc d her to it. He received the news with inex- 
prefſible grief, and the next day leſt his father's 
houſe ;, to which he has never yet returned, nor has 


any body heard of him. I have been ſo much touch 
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with my daughter's ſufferings, and the patience 
with which ſhe endur'd them, without ever up- 
braiding me as the cauſe of them, that I now 
wiſh as ardently as fhe does, to ſee him return; 
that I may have the pleaſure of rewarding her 
filial pizty, by giviug her hand, where ſhe long ago 
plac'd her heart. She could not end this rclation 
without tears, in which her daughters accompa- 
nicd her. wo | 

I own I was moved with compaſſion at the 
tory of Roſella, and cannot take my thoughts 
from that charming retirement, or forget the 
beauty of Meliſſa, which was the name of the 
younger daughter. I ſtaid 'till it was dark, and 
then took my leave, extreamly delighted with ſo 
uncommon an adventure. Adieu, 
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To Lady Sor ut a, from a yorig Woman of Qua- 
lity, relating ths Occ a/ion of her leaving her Fa- 
ther's Houſe. 


M a DAM, 

HERXEvRA 1 am, it will be a Pleas 
jure to you, I am perſuaded, to 
& know I have ſound a Retreat entire» 


Occaſion of my Flight and Conceal- 

ment, you are partly acquainted with : I found 
my Father inflexible in his Reſolution, of mar- 
rying me to a Foreigner of great Diſtinctior, 
one of his own Principles, a bigotted Papiſt. My 
Mother, you know, was a ſtrict Proteſtant, and 
by her Marriage Articles bad ſecured her own 
B Liberty, 
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Liberty, and that of Educating her Daughters 
in the ſame Profeſſion ; I was their only Child, 
carefully inſtructed in thoſe ſacred Truths, which 
by the Aſſiſtance of Heaven, I will never re- 
nounce; but rather give up my Title to all the 
darling Advantages the World can tempt me 
with. I is for this I am a voluntary Exile from 
my Father's Houſe ; who, after my Mother's 
Death, intrench'd on my Religious Liberty, re- 
ſtrainꝰd me from the Publick Worſhip, and for- 
bid me reading my Bible. Theſe Severitics, with 
the French Match he was treating for me, put 
mc on the deſperate Adventure of privately quit- 
ting his Family, and ſecuring my Freedom in 
ſome humble Diſguiſe. No Perſon on Earth was 
privy to my Deſign, but a ncar Relation of my 
Mother's, a Perſon of ſtrict Honour and Picty ; 
who encouraged me to ſacriſice every thing, ra- 
ther than renounce my Faith, or break my Peace 
with Hcaven and my own Conſcience. 

I got the Habit of a Country Girl, and with 
this Gentleman's Aſliſtance, was carried into one 
ot the moſt fertile Counties in England, till we 
came near a large Farm Houſe, of which he had 

ſome Knowledge, and there he left me to make 
my own Fortune, I went on with cautious Steps 
till I came to the Entrance of a ſquare Courts 
1 ſurrounded with a Hedge of Hawthorn in its full 
Bloom : Here I met the Miftreſs of the Family» 
the appeared young, and in a clean modeſt Dreſs 
was perfectly agreeable : There was ſomething 
in her Aſpect ſo —_— and OO, that I 
could 
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could not help being intereſted in as Welfare, 
from the firſt Moment 1 ſaw her. 

SuE was then dealing out the Remains of a 
plentiful Table, to a Company of indigent Peo- 
ple; who with lifted Hands and grateful Hearts 
implored Heaven to reward her, in a thouſand 
Bleſſings. A very pretty Boy and Girl, with 
ſparkling Eyes and roſy Cheeks, ſtood hanging 
on her Apron; who to mimick their Mother, 
gave away all the little "Treaſure they had in 
their Pockets, to the Beggars Children, and then 
fell a crying becauſe ſhe would not ſuffer them to 
pull off their own Shoes and Stockings, to give 
to ſome that were bare-tooted. 

As ſoon as ſhe had diſmiſſed her Dependant 
I offered my Service, and told her the Diſtreſſes 
to which I muſt be expoſed, if the reſuſed me: 
She perceived my Concern was unaffected, and 
| ſeeing me young, with the Bloom of Health in 
my Looks, (without any of that impertinent 
Caution I expected) - the agreed to receive me 
into her Service: She then happen'd to want a 
Servant, rather to ſhare with her in the Manage- 
ment of a large Family, than to be employed in 
any domeſtick Drudgery. I know not why, but 
ſhe ſeem'd pleaſed with me, and I with equal Con- 
tent entered my new Station without any melan- 
choly Reviews of my paſt Grandeur, the Dignt. 
ty of my Birth, or the Delicacy of my Educati- 
on. The glorious Motive, for which I had re- 
bgncd the ſplendid Vanities of Life, gave an un- 
f pcakablc Alacrity to my Mind, and filled it with 

B 2 that 
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that ineffable Peace, that ſprings from conſcious 


Virtuc. 


Be theſe Celeſtial Conſolatious mine, 
And I the World with all its Pomp reſign. 


I did not fee my new Maſter till the Evening, 
when he came home, with a Train, not of Beaus 
and powdered Footmen, but of induftrious honeſt 
Labourers; ſome of his own Houſhold, and 
others hired by the Day, whom he punctually 
paid at the Cloſe of it; repeating that Rule of 
the Sacred Scripture, Thou ſbalt not ſleep with the 
Wages of the Fireling. He is a very grave Man, 
twice the Age of his Wife, a Perſon of great 
Prudence, and unblemiſh'd Honeſty ; very hoſ- 


pitable to Strangers, as gentle and compaſhonate 
to his Servants; Country Buſineſs is his great 


Delight, in the Management. of which Heaven 
has bleſs'd him with uninterrupted Proſperity, 
and vaſt Increaſe. 

Tux Farm Houſe is indeed ſomewhat antique, 
but ſpacious and pleaſant : A more agreeable Si- 
tuation cannot be imagin'd, nor a greater Varicty 
of ſylvan Scenes deſcribed in Poetry ; unleſs Mr, 
Thompſon's SprING and SUMMER Secafons, 
could riſe in one enchanting Proſpe&. The wide 


Landskip round is all my Maſter's Propricty ; 


his ſnowy Flocks arc ranging on the Hills ; his 
grazing Herds, lowing through the Plains: The 
Mountains are crowned with the great Creator's 
Bounty, and the Valleys made yocal with his 


— 
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TursE Scenes of Innocence and Plenty bring 
back the Patriarchal Ages to my Vicw, and give 
me a ſort of pious Pleaſure. Methinks I fee the 
Plains of Mamre, cover'd with the wealthy He- 
brews Flocks and Herds ; or ſhifting the Scene 
for the fruitful Fields of Haran, the beautcous 
Rachel following her fleccy Charge, ſeems to 
come in view,; Boaz and his Reapers appeared 
to my Fancy, in the jovial Month of Harveſt. 

I x that chearful Seaſon, here was no wild Ri- 
ot, no rude Intemperance; nothing but harmleſs 
Merriment appeared among any of iny Maſter's 
Domeſticks : As ſoon as they enter his Service, 
he gives them a Bible and the Practice of Piety; 
with ſtrict Orders, that they appear conſtantly on 
the Lord's Day at the Publick Worſhip, unleſs 
they have ſuch an Excuſe as they dare carry to 
the laſt Tribunal. 

Ir will not be incredible to one of your Piety, 
that I can make my ſelf eaſy, in a way of Life, 
ſo different from the Gajeties of a Court, to 
which I have been inured. I am not only eaſy, 
but really happy; my Miſtreſs, who has a Sweet- 
neſs of Temper not to be equall'd, is fond of me, 
and leaves me not to be idle, but, which is much 
better, to chuſe my own Employment. You 
know my Stature is above the common Height, 
and ſince I came here, I am rather grown taller, 
and ſomewhat more plump, ſo that a little Buſt» 
neſs does me no manner of Harm. 

I have entirely put off the Fine Lady, and all 
my Court Airs; I have almoſt forgot I am an 

_ Earl's 
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Earl's Daughter, and ſhould ſtart at the Sound of 
Lady FRA NS; inſtead of that, I am plain 
RosALiNnDA, Without any other Appellation, 
but what the gentle Swains now and then give 
me, of a Handſome Laſs, or a Proper Damſel; 
with which I am infinitely better pleaſed, than 
when I was an Angel, or a Goddeſs, and impi- 
ouſly addreſs'd in the Strains of Adoration. If 
ever I return to the Modiſh World, I muſt learn 
to dance again, having perfectly forgot to make 
my Honours: I have made but one Curt'ſcy 
ſince I came here, and that was to a Squire, who, 
becauſe it was ſomething low, and not finiſh'd in 
the twinkling of an Eye, catch'd me by the 
Hand, verily bclicving I was ſinking to the 
Ground in a fainting Fit. I am not turn'd Qua- 
ker, but I have laid aſide all Ceremony, and call 
every body in the Village by their Chriſtian 
Names; except my Maſter and Miſtreſs, and the 
Parſon of the Pariſh, whom I can't paſs by with- 
out telling you, he is a Man of exemplary Piety, 
of univerſal Charity, and a great Bleſſing to this 
Place. 

Mx ſplendid Diſtinction, of being the Head 
Servant, as it gives me a Pretence to keep my 
Diſtance, and to be as reſerved as I think fit; 
ſo it frees me from any Drudgery, but what is 
my own Choice : the worſt of which is rubbing 
a long Oaken Table, that graces the Hall, and 
is kept as bright as a Looking-Glaſs. My Sat ure 
day's Work, is dreſſing tour or five ſpaciqus 


Chimneys, with Pionics, Holly-oaks, or Branches. 
| of 
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of Bays. Some Part of my Time (and that 
the moſt delightful) is ſpent in rambling the 
Fields, with my Maſter's Children, the pretty 
Boy and Girl I mention'd : While they are fol- 
lowing their little Sports, I give up my Thoughts 
to ſome innocent Reverie, or Pious Meditation; 
— To this the View of the fair Creation invites 
me; — Here the preſent Deity ſeems to challenge 
a natural Homage, — While he chears mc, in 
the Glory of the Sun, — Reſreſhes me in the 
fragrant Brecze, — Is Beauty in the Flowers ol 
the Ficld, — and Harmony in the Nightingale's 
Voice. With a fort of Extacy, I repeated Mul- 
tauis Morning Hymn, to which the Italian Tran- 
{lation gives new Lite, and Muſick: 


Glorioſe opre tue tutte ſon queſte 

Padre del Beue Omnipotente; E' tuo 

Iuefto compaſto uuiverſul, cotauto 

A Mervigla bello; or qua'l ſarui 

Opgetto di Stupor, tu fleſſo 
Iucſfulil. 


But I am not always in the Sublime; T ſometimes 
deſcend to gather Cowtlips and Daſies, or pur- 
ſue ſome gaudy Butterfly, with my pretty Com- 
panions; or pleaſe my ſelf with dreſſing up their 
tine flaxen Hair with Tufts of Flowers. 

Tursr you will think arc very guiltleſs 
Amuſements ; and if I ſhould tcll you I have an 
Amour, altogether as guiltleſs, dear Lady Sophia, 
would you not believe me? I ſuppoſe you will 
ask mc, if my Charms have captivated the Lord 
of the Manor, or a Juſtice ol the Qorum, or 
the 
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the High-Sheriff of the County: Alas! my Am- 
bition ſleeps, I ſhould not aim at theſe glorious 
Conquefts, not even in my beſt Apparel; and in 
that I muſt tell you I am as finc as any Shep- 
herdeſs in an Opera. But it you was to ſee the 
gentle Youth, that I have the Vanity to think 
ſighs for me, you would believe him ſome poeti- 
cal Form, he is ſo elegant, ſo beautiful, that 
when he appears, the Scene is all Arcadia; and 
(except a certain Perſon, with a Star and Garter) 
he is the handſomeſt Youth that ever your Eyes 
beheld. Nor will you wonder, when I tell you 
his Deſcent is from a younger Branch of the 
S—— Family, a Race remarkable for Heroes 
and Bcautics. By the Extravagance of his An- 
ceſtors, the Eſtate has becn long ſunk to about 
two or three hundred a Year : This Youth was 
left from his Infancy to the Care of a Grandmo- 
ther, and bred as well as her narrow Fortune 
would allow; but tis caſy to perceive, he owes 
nothing but to Nature, which has given him every 
Advantage, without the Vices of a polite Edu- 
cation,: He is about my own Age, hardly turn'd 
of Nineteen. When I firſt ſaw him, he was ſit- 
ting under a ſhady Beach, with an Engliſh Paſtor 
Fido in his Hand; he appcar'd like another Ado- 
nit, in the ſoſteſt Bloom of Lite, I can't deſcribe 
him better than in the following Verſes, writ by 
Lady B—-s on another Subject: 


His faultleſs Shape appear d with e9'ry Grace, 
pile Beauty ſute triumphant in his Face ; 
His Hair, the paleſt Brown, in Ringlets flow'd, 
Aud Charms beyond the Reach of Art beſlow'd. 


His 
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His Forehead white as Snow, his radiant Eyes 
The bright celeſtial Blue that paints the Skies. 
A guiltleſs Bluſh his blooming Cheeks diſcloſe, 

- The native Tin#ure of an op'ning Roſe. 

His Aſpe# open, artl:/s, and ſerene, 
Reveal 'd the ſpotleſs Mind that dwelt within. 


In this Perfect ion of youthful Charms, he has all 
that Modeſty that riſes from a Delicacy of 
Thought, and a conſtant Fear of offending. I 
am ſo demure and reſerved, that he has not the 
leaſt Suſpicion of my Partiality for him; nor 
darcs diſcover his own tor me, though he believes 
his Station ſo ſuperior to mine: He looks and 
ſighs, but is as ſilent as your Great Grandfather's 
Buſto that ſtands on his Monument. I am in- 
decd a very great Prude, and never gave him an 
Opportunity to ſpcak on this Subject; but if I 
ſhould, the Attempt would infallibly ſuffocate 
him. He lately brought me a Basket of Flowers 
from a little ncat Garden of his Grandmother's; 
but he ſtood ſo long in Suſpenſe, with the Basket 
in his Hands, that I feared the fragrant Bloſ- 
ſoms would have been withered, before he could 
come to a Reſolution to let me have them. 

Hr would certainly have preſented them to 
the QUee Nn with more Aſſurance, and a better 
Grace, had he bcen received with thoſe propi- 
tious Smiles, which never fail to encourage mo- 
deſt Virtue, and ſcatter every human Care. 


ROST LINDA. 
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To Lady Sor nA, from the Same. 


OT bubbling Fountains to the thirſty 
Swain —— were ever more welcome, 
gl JT dear Lady Sophia, than your Letter 
3 to me: nothing can be more ſolemn 
g than the Profeſſion of your Friend- 
ſhip, nor more agreeable than your Raillery on 
my Gallant. He may be as you imagine, one of 
Count Gabalis's Sy1phs, or ſome gentle Spirit of 
the Vale, propitious to virtuous Lovers; or of 
the Number of the Sylvan Genii, with whom he 
ſeems to converſe more than with any thing of 
human Race: I have ſeldom ſcen him, but either 
walking in ſome verdant Encloſure, under a 
' Hedge-Row of ſhady Trees, or fitting with a 
Flute in his Hand, by ſome purling Rivulet, 
mimicking the Nightingale's penſive Note; while 
the melting Muſick glides along the Stream, and 
echoes through the flowery Dale. In one of my 
Rambles, with my little Miſtreſs, I followed the 
Courſe of a pretty Caſcade, which fell from an 
eaſy Deſcent, and led me to a natural Bower of 
Trees, whoſe Branches mingling at the Top, 

formed 
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ſormed a loſty Arch, and excluded the Noon- 
day's ſultry Beams: I entered the ſilent Retreat, 
with as much Veneration as if it had been ſacred 
to ſome inviſible Power; but how great was my 
Surpriſe, when I ſaw the lovely Youth reclined 
on a moſſy Bank, loſt in downy Sleep! the ver- 
dant Couch was canopied over with Ivy twining 
with Honyſuckles. 

Neves did any Thing human appear ſo 
beautiful! A Bluſh, like the roſy Morning, 
painted his Face, while Smiles of Peace and con- 
ſcious Innocence ſeemed to bleſs the golden Slum- 
ber: I gazed for a few Moments, with the ſame 
guiltleſs Delight, as an etherial Being would. in- 
ſpire; and then ſoſtly withdrew. 

Is, he is, as you flatter me, ſome bright Inha- 
bitant of the Air, the Purity of my Paſſion is 
very agreeable to a Lover of that kind; "tis a 
harmleſs lambent Flame, that plays about my 
Heart, and gives me no manner of Uncalineſs 
it is ſuch a Sanctity of Affection, as neither in- 
terrupts nor prophancs my Devotion; it has 
ſomething more than the Tenderneſs of Friend- 
ſhip, and leſs than the Warmth and Violence of 
Paſſion ; and ſeems like the Dictates of guiltleſs 
Nature, to ſotten the Fatigue of my new Sta- 
tion. | 
T'nese Refinements, Lady Sophia, will, 1 
fear, be a little incredible to you, who are dazled 
with the Luſtre of a Duke's Coronet, and have 
placed your Affections on mortal Charms. 
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err 
JA come now to the ſcrious Part of your 
Letter: I know that Religion is the governing 
Principle of your Actions; which makes me the 
more ſurpriſed, that you ſhould perſuade me to 
put myſclf on the Hazard of a ſecond Trial. 
Arc you ſure that neither the Flattery nor 
Threatenings of my Father will prevail with me 
to renounce the Reformed Religion, and per- 
jure myſelf, by giving my Vows to a Man my 
Soul deteſts? Do you think the Sparks of Vanity 
and Ambition extinguiſhed in my Breaſt ? that 
Greatneſs and Pleaſure have no Charms! or that 
the tender Aﬀettion I have for my Father will 
ever be effaced? Oh! Lady Sophia, if you 
knew the Anguith it coſt me, to break through 
_ theſe ſofr, theſe powerful Engagements, you 
would not perſuade me to quit this peaceful Re- 
treat, and put the Event on another Trial. 
| Your Cate tor me ſcems confined to this 
World, whatever becomes of me in the next: 
Could you meet me again ſhining in the Draw- 
ing-Room, or ſparkling in the Ring, it would 
perhaps content you; though I never glittered 
among the Stars, nor was admitted into the cc- 
leſtial Aſſemblies. If I loſt the Muſick of the 
Sphercs, I ſuppoſe your Heart would be at reſt, 
could I once more hear the tranſporting Sound 
of — a Title, and be reſtored to my loſt Dignity : 
and yer the Poſſeſſion of theſe Privileges never 
put me in an Extaſy ; nor can I help tancying, 
Roſalinda has us muſical a Sound as Lady Frances : 


I never found a Spell in thoſe Right Honourable 
Syllabics, 
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Syllables, for an aching Head, or an heavy 
Heart: My Ladyſhip finds as great Satisfaction 
in ranking a Set of Delph Diſhes on a Free- ſtane 
Chimney-picce, as ever I had in diſpoſing my 
fine China on an India Cabinet. 

A clean Cambrick Cap, and an Holland Gown 
wrought with natural Flowers, is the Top of 
my Finery ; in which I like my ſelf as well, and 
think I look as handſome, as when I was dreſſed 
in Brocades and Jewels for a Birth-Night : In- 
deed that happy Occaſion always gave an Ala- 
crity to my Thoughts, and carried me through 
the glorious Toil with Plcaſurc: But I have a 
Mind as eaſy and innocent now, as when burden- 
ed with thoſe coſtly Ornaments; a Red Croſs- 
Knot, a Glaſs Necklace, and Flowers in my 
Boſom, are the only uſeleſs Parts of my Dreſs; 
which is cither the Gitt of Nature, or honeſtly 
paid for: in which I am a thouſand times more 
happy than I ſhould be in borrowed Finery, at 
the Expence of ſome induſtrious Trader's Ruin, 
and that of his whole Family. 

You find, Lady Sophia, I am very well at 
Eaſc, and enjoy a perfect Tranquillity, in this 
humble Station: It was a Principle truly Ratio- 
nal and Divine, that induced me to give up all 
the ſplendid Diſtinctions of my Birth, the Eaſe 
and Delicacy to which I had bcen accuſtomed, 
rather than baſely deny thoſe ſacred Truths, to 
which my Soul religiouſly aſſented, and whoſe 
Divine Articles ſome of my glorious Anceſtors 


have ſigned with their Blood. 
INSTEAD 
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IxSsTTAPD of looking back with Regret on 


my paſt Grandeur, the Reſignation gives me a 


T aftc of celeſtial Joy ; the Songs of Angels could 
not ſoothe mc with foſter Harmony, than what 
reſults from the ſecret Approbation of my own 
Reaſon; and while all within is peacctul and 
ſerene, Whether I am in a Palace or Cottage, my 
Happineſs is ſecure, 


ROS ALIIN PDA. 
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To Lady Sornta, from the Same. 
OUR Advice, dear Lady Sophia, 


is wichout quettion well meant, but 
58 I dare not follow it; my Father is 
Pe ſo far from rclenting, that I have 
— had Intelligence ſince I came here, 
that he has ſworn by all that is Holy, unleſs I 
will marry Count Altamont, and embrace the 
Romiſb Religion, he will ſettle his whole Eftate 
on ſome Monaſtery at his Deceaſe. 

Tr1rs was what I expected; and J am ſure 


you will not perſuade me to renounce Heaven, 


and damn my ſelt, for the ſordid Purchaſe of 
Eighty thouſand Pounds; nor would you con- 
ſiderately adviſe me, to hazard a celeſtial Ad- 
vancement for a gilded Coronet, or prefer the 
Flattery of miſtaken Mortals to the Approba- 
tion of Angels: They have been Witneſſes of 
my pious Vows ; and ſhould I violate my Faith, 
or turn Apoſtate to Heaven, thoſe Miniſters ot 
Light would bring in their awful Evidence, and 
ſtand my Accuſers at the laſt dreadful Tribunal : 
And can you in carneſt think it the Effect of 

Wiſdom 
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Wiſdom and juſt Reflexion, to dare the Menaces 
of Divine Juſtice, rather than incur my Father's 
unmerited Reſentment ? Such IT muſt term it, 
having found his Affections entirely alicnated be- 
fore I left him: There is full Evidence he was 
pleaſed with my Flight, and takes no Thought 
of making any Enquiry about it. 

Bor Heaven can witneſs, with what Reluc- 
tance I have torn my ſelf from the Sight of this 
unnatural Parent; what Anguiſh, what Pangs of 
Affection it coſt me! This was the moſt difficult 
Part of my Conqueſt ; the Delicacy and Soſtneſs 
to which I had been inured, the Eclat of Birth 
and Quality, Reputation and Eſteem of my 
Friends, I reſigned with ſome Degree of Forti- 
tude : But here Nature with ſpecious Arguments 
oppoſed, and had triumphed in my Perdition, 
unaſſiſted by the Sacred Oracles; to them I ap- 
plicd in this Perplexity, and received Aid from 
the heavenly Illumination: Here I found it by 
the eternal Truth determined, — He that loves 
Father or Mother more than me, is not worthy of 
me. — I worſhipped and obeyed the celeſtial 
Dictates. | 
Tuts was no raſh, inconſiderate Action, but 
the Effect of Reaſon and Deſign: Aſter having 
counted the Coſt, I found the Odds to be infi- 
nite ; the Damage was momentary, the Recom- 
penſe unlimited and immenſe. 


'Tis finiſh'd now, the great deciding Part; 
The World's ſubdu'd, and Heav'n has all my Heart. 
Earth's 
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Earths gaudy Shews, and Pomp of Courts, adieu. 
For ever now I turn my Eyes from yon. 


Wu can the World, what can the Artifice 
of Hell propoſe, to tempt me to relinquiſh my 
Choice! What could they lay in the Balance 
againſt the Sovercign Good ! What could they 
offer as a Equivalent to the Favour of the Infi- 
nite Divinity, whoſe Smiles enlighten the Realms 

of Joy, and fill the celeſtial Inhabitants with un- 
uttetable Extafy ! — Ask thoſe happy Spirits 
who know what the Light of his Countenance 
imports, what ſhould buy one Moment's Interval 
of their Bliſs: — Ask ſome radiant Cherub, 
amidſt his flaming Raptures, at what Price be 
values his Enjoyment: — And when they have 
named the Purchaſe, Earth and Hell may try to 
balance my glorious Expectations. 


Pleaſure would court in vain, and Beauty ſmile ; 
Glory in vain my Wiſhes would beguile ; 

The Perſecutor's Rage I would not fear, 

Let Death in ev'ry horrid Form appear, 

And with his keeneſt Darts my Breaſt aſſail ; 
When Breath, and ev'ry vital Spring, ſhall fail, 
This ſacred Flame on brighter Wings ſball riſe, 
And unextinguiſh'd reach its native Skies. 


A thouſand times bleſt be that propitioug 
Power, who from the Plenitude of Bliſs, and the 
higheſt Exaltation of Glory, deſcended to low 
Mortality ; and by his own great Example and 

Sufferings 
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 Sufferings animated my Breaſt with this Divine 


Fortitude, and marked a Way to Victory and 
immortal Honour. How ſincerely I have fol- 
lowed the heavenly Illumination, my Witneſs is 
within, and my Record on high. 

My Father I know is inexorable, and has cut 
me off trom his paternal Care, and all the Privi- 
leges of my Birth ; but while I look forward to 
the bright Recompence prepared for ſuffering 
Virtue, this Loſs ſits lightly on my Soul. 

Bur Fricndſhip with a ſtronger Force de- 
tains me: Here my Soul is in Suſpence, — Dear 
Lady Sophia, how ſhall I ſpeak my laſt Adicu ! 
I fecl the Pangs of Separation, an Anguiſh be- 
yond all the Emphaſis of human Learning to 
utter. — Adieu! we mult mect no more, till the 
Courſe of Nature is diſſolved, and the Sun has 
meaſured his laſt radiant Circle round the Skies. 


Ro$SALINDA. 
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To LAURINDA. 


| thanking Heaven, that I am once 
9 more returned to the Manſion- Scat 
5 = i of my Forctathers ; for had I ſtaid 

— much longer in London, I had cer- 

tainly left my Wits there: Would you believe 
that my ſerious retired Temper could find 
Charms in a Multitude, or my Heart be held 
Captive in the ſplendid Circle of a Blue Garter ! 
that I who have been uſed to view the Stars 
which glittered over my Head in a clear Night, 
ſhould be dazled with the Luſtre of an embroi- 
dered one! And yet all this has betallen me. I 
was the other Day making a Vilit to Cleomira, 
when the Duke of ++F's Chariot with three 
laced Footmen behind it ſtopped at the Door; I 
was at the Window and ſaw him alight: He is 
really a handſome Man, but his Charms were 
extremely encreaſcd by the Pomp which ſur- 
rounded him; the reſpectful Awe with which his 
Attendants approached him, heightened the 
Majcſty of his Appcarance ; his Legs were form- 
Drs: e 
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ed into the exacteſt Symmetry by the magnificent 
Clocks of his Stockings: The Deterence which 
was paid him at his firſt coming into the Room, 
taught me to look upon him as ſometbing above 
the Race of Mortals, which I had been uſed to 
converſe with. When I had Time to conſider 
his Face, I found it received a much greater Ad- 
dition trom a fair Wig loaded with Powder, 
than it could have done from artleſs Ringlets of 
the moſt lovely Hair. After he had ſat a little, 
he asked Cleomira to go with him to his Houſe, 
to ſee a fine Sct of Hangings, which were juſt 
come over from the Gobelines : She excuſed her- 
ſelf, as being obliged to ſtay and entertain me; 
but he asked me to be of the Party ; and as ſoon 
as Cleomira's Coach was ready, we all went toge- 
ther. But it I was charmed with the ſparkling 
Chariot and cmbroidercd Coat, I was enchanted 
with the Houſe; the lotty Roofs, the painted 
Stair-caſe, the gilded Wainſcot, ſtruck me with 
a Pleaſure I had never felt; however it was an 
unquict Joy, and I longed to be at home, for I 
thought myſclt in.a dangerous Situation. As 
ſoon as Cleomira had ſet me down at my Lodg- 
ings, I immediately ſet about packing up my 
Thinge, and the very next Morning in the 
Height of my Extaſy left London and all its 
Pomp behind me: But how are either my Eyes 
or every Object altered ſince I have been abſent ! 
The Houle uſed to appcar a handſome ancient 
Building, but now I find it only a Gothic Heap 
of Stone; the Cielings are ſo low, that I am 

afraid 
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afraid of knocking my Brains out; and the En- 
try ſo narrow, that if I ſhould meet any body, 
I ſhould certainly run back again, for fear of be- 
ing ſqueezed againſt the Wall in endeavouring 
to paſs, I want to pull down the venerable Pic- 
turcs of my Anceſtors, becauſe they were not 
painted in {raly ; The Bow-Windows terrify 
me, and muſt be changed into Venetian ones; for 
there is no bearing the Light which ſtrikes thro? 
ſo unfaſhionable a Piece of Architecture. The 
roſy Daughters of the neighbouring Squires are 
become in my Eyes awkward Figures, and 
there is ſomething ſo ungenteel and coarſe in 
ſuch an Exuberance of Health, that I cannot 
bear to look at them: The young Men of the 
Village appear downright Bumpkins, and I can- 
not perceive any Beauty in the cheariul Bloom 
of their Countenances, or juſt Proportion of their 
Shape through the melancholy Diſguiſe of un- 
powdered Locks, and plain Broad-Cloth Ap- 
parcel; if they talk to me, I am amazed how a 
Man has the Aſſurance to open his Mouth any 
where who has not a Right to ſpeak in the 
Houſe of Peers, and can never comprehend how 
any thing worth communicating can enter into 
a Head which was neyer circled with a Coronet: 
Sentences which are uttered by plain Ceon have 
no Force; though perhaps the ſame Words 
would have all the Charms of Eloquence if pro- 
nounced by an Earl. You ſee I am not very 
happy at preſent in the Society of my old Ac- 
quaintance ; but I hope this Dclicacy will ſoon 
wear 
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wear off, or I ſhall not be able to behave myſelf 
| patiently among a Sct of People with whom I 
Ml. have formerly ſpent many happy Hours, 

4 Avrev, my dear Laurinda. My Politeneſs 
{ will not leſſen, but increaſe the Value I ſet upon 
your Friendſhip; fince I am ſure the Beau» 
Monde would approve me for being unalterably 


Yours, 


LAvVINIA. 


L E. 
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The Sequel of the Story of SYIVIA, in the Fit 
Part of — Letters Moral and SOUR 
— 70 BELINDA. 


M ADAM, 
= OUR Suſpicions are too o jut, of the 
Occaſion of my late Sickneſs: I have 
| waited with great Impatience for 
W the Satisfaction of diſcloſing the Se- 
crets of my Soul to you; but my 
Strength would not ſooner permit me to give 
you this Proof of my Obedience to your Com- 
mands, and the Confidence I have in your Fi- 
delity. 

Wauy was I formed with theſe ſoft Inclina- 
tions, this fatal Propenſity to Love ! How hap- 
py are you, who amidſt the gayeſt Advantages 
of Youth and Fortune can act with ſuch a grace- 
ful Regularity, and govern your Paſſions with 
an abſolute Command, free from thoſe tender 
Emotions which interrupt the Felicicy of my 
Lite! 

I 8eENT the laſt Winter in the Country with 
my Father, whoſe pious Inſtructions, confirmed 


by 
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by his on Practice, directed me to à refined 
and immortal Happineſs: Nor could any Invi- 
tations from the Comteſſè de R***, nor all my 
Brother's Iinportunity, prevail with me to quit 
a Retirement, where I found ſo much Pcace and 
unmoleſted Tranquillity. My criminal Paſſion 
for Mon/ieur le Comte — ſeemed perſectly extin- 
guiſhed, and gave Place to a nobler Attachment; 
Heaven had all my Vows, thither with a Divine 
Ambition my Soul aſpired: This ſacred Ardour 
like Incenſe - mingled with the Morning Fra- 
grance, and cheared the Evening Shades; the 
whiſpering Brooks and ſylvan Retreats witneſſed 
to the heavenly Flame; where in Language like 
this I often addreſſed the inviſible but preſent 
Divinity : 

« Ou Thou whom unſeen I love, tell me by 
« what gentle Influence thou doſt attract my 
« Deſires : theſe Eyes have never ſeen thy lovely 
« Face; no Accent of thy Voice has reached 
« my Ear; and yet Thou art more intimate to 
« my Soul than any of the Objects of Senſe : To 
« Thee I tell my inmoſt Care, and open every 
“ Grict; while ſome heavenly Gale diſpels the 


« Gloom, and breathes ctcrnal Peace and Fra- 
« grancc on my Soul. 


Not bleſt Arabia, when her Spices flow, 
« And load the Weſtern Breezes with their Spoils, 
« Is half fo ſweet ; nor half ſo ſweet the Breath 
« Of op'ning Roſes, when the demy Morn 


«K Renews 
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« Renews the Garden's Pride, while the glad Sun 
( Calls out the blooming Liſe of ev'ry Flow'r. 


« My Wiſhes fly beyond the bounds of this low 
“Creation, and terminate in Thee, the Spring 
« of freſh and ever-blooming Joys: Tis Thee 
« abſtradtly Thee, Oh uncreated Beauty, that 
« IT love! not as the Miſer loves his Wealth, 
or the Ambitious his Grandeur; not as the 
« Libertine loves his Pleaſure, or the generous 
Man his Friend: "Theſe are flat Similitudes, 
« and would profane the ſacred Ardour ; but 
ce thou canſt read the unutterable Thought, and 
« explain the ſecret Meaning of my Soul; ſearch 
e its inmoſt Receſſes, and if thou findeſt any 
Competitor there, revolre the Darling Vanity, 
% and blot cvery Name but thine from my 
1 | 

I x this Elevation, my dear Belinda, would 


you not think me ſecure from mortal Charms? 


Could one of your equal Temper conceive there 
was ſuch an eaſy Tranſition from Devotion to 
Love, — mere carthly Love! Would the moſt 
uncharitable Perſon in the World have ſaid, that. 
from this ſublime Situation I ſhould in a few 
Moments quit the Skies, and big the Angels 
farewel ! 

Bu Tt ſuch was the Event; my Brother com- 
ing haſtily to me into the Garden, where I was 
walking, told me the Comte de R**® intended 
him the Honour of a Viſit, and would be with 

E us 
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us the next Morning: He left me immediately, 
without obſerving the Conſternation I was in, 
or giving himſelf any Trouble about my Panick 
or Vapours. 

I Kx Ew not what, nor where I was; the ce- 
| leſtial Scenes that had juſt before engaged my 
Contemplation, vaniſhed ; the Heavens were no 
more; Paradiſe with all its Glories diſappeared 
like a Fairy Viſion; my Flight was finiſhed, and 
I ſunk to low Mortality again: I asked myſelf it 
T were aſleep, or awake, in my right Senſes, or 
out of my Wits; whether I rcally knew my own 
Name, and was indeed the happy Perſon that a 
few Minutes before had looked with Indifference 
or Contempt on all the gay Allurements of the 
World. In this Confuſion I ſtood as if I had 
been fixcd to the Place by a Spell, till my Father 
ſent for me to conſult about ſome Family Affairs, 
as he had always done ſince my Mothers Death. 

Tue Comte's Vilit was wholly intended to 
my Brother; they were engaged in the moſt 
perſcct Friendſhip, ſounded on reſembling Vir- 
tucs, and an equal Abhorrence of every kind of 
Vice: T'Was a full Year fince I had ſeen him; 
tis probable he never ſuſpected my Folly, nor 
once imagined the Cauſe of my Retirement. This 
yielded me ſome Satisfaction, and gave me Hopes 
I ſhould conceal my guilty Paſſion. 

Bur I was undeccived ; the Moment the 
lovely Youth arrived, an innate Grandeur gave 
a Dignity to his Mica ; the Splendor of Virtue 

bright- 
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brightened his Aſpect; there was ſomething in 
his whole Behaviour ſo benign and engaging, 
that I found it impoſſible to reſiſt the ſoft Inſinu- 
ation; the pleaſing Delirium entirely poſſeſſed 
me, and I betrayed myſelf by a thouſand Inad- 
vertencics : However, I had ſome Pauſes of Diſ- 
cretion, and ſtarted with Horror at my own In- 
juſtice; my Soul was full of Anxiety, to think 
how I ſhould bear this inward Struggle for the 
ſeven or eight Days which the Conte intended to 
ſtay, the firſt of which was not yet paſt. 

Tux Summer was now in its Pride, and as 
ſoon as the Evening made Walking pleaſant, my 
Brother conducted his agrecable Gueſt through a 
Varicty of charming Walks to an artificial Grot- 
to: The Top was round and lofty, painted 
with a beautiful Sky, hung with a great Num- 
ber of little Cryſtal Sconces formed like Stars; 
in the midſt there was placed one larger than the 
reſt, ſhaped like a Creſcent. The Sides of this 
fine Cavity were Rock-work, adorned with 
Branches of Coral, Mother-ot-Pcarl, and a great 
Varicty of countertcit Gems, ſparkling amon 
the well- imitated Clitts of Marble: TWas rs 
in Flowers with a kind of Moſaick Work; the 
Seats were ſhaped like little Banks, covered with 
Green Velvet inſtead of Moſs. In this enchant - 
ing Retreat a Supper was ordered, attended 
with an cxquiſite Concert of Voices and Inſtru- 
ments: Milton's Morning Hymn was ſung, and 


ſrycral of the ſolemneſt Italian Compoſures. 
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The whole Performance was noble and pathe- 
tick; while the Gardens and Groves around 
returned a thouſand ſoft mclodious Echoes, 

Luts grave Muſick was exactly ſuited to the 
charming Stranger's Genius; and yet through 
the whole Evening never did any thing appear 
ſo abſtract, ſo liſtleſs, and ſo inattentive. As 
ſoon as the Entertainment was over, and the 
Company withdrawn (except my Brother) he 
begged to be excuſed from ſtaying a Week, as 
he deſigned, and that he might be ſuſfered to 
return the next Morning; which after ſome 
Apologies on both lides was agrecd. 

. Iwasſoill in the Morning, that it prevents 
ed my ſccing the Comte, who could not but diſ- 
cover the unhappy Conqueſt he had made; and 
certainly leſt us ſo ſuddenly, to free me from ſuch 
a criminal Perplcxity, or to ſtifle the ſame kin- 
dling Guilt in his own Breaſt : this laſt was what 
my Brother believed, and thought it as glorious 
aa Inſtance of Virtue and Friendſhip, as it was 
poſſible for a Man in the Warmth of ln 
Paſſion to give. 

WHATEVER it was, my Diſorder ha 
till it came to a dangerous Fever; Death was 
now in View; my tender Carcs and fancied Diſ- 
treſſes were loſt in a more important Concern ; 
the little Amuſements of the World vanithed like 
Dreams; a hovering Miſt veiled the Face of 
Nature, and dark2ncd all its Beauty; nor could 


any Sound of Joy chear the ſullen Hours: I was 
ON 
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on the Confines of the Grave, entering the Ha- 
bitations of the Dead : this Proſpect had a So- 
lemnity in it, beyond whatever I conceived in 
the Hours of Health. 


« Think, vain ſoud Heart, when on the Steep 
« Of that tremendous, awful Deep, 
« Eternity, in ſad Suſpenſe I flood ; 
« How all my trifling Hopes, and Fears, 
« My ſenſeleſs Joys, and idle Tears, 
« Vaniſb'd at Proſpe® of the frightful Flood. 


I ſtood ſhivering on the Brink, looking forward 
with a dreadful Curioſity ; all before me was hid 
in Darkneſs and impenetrable Secreſy ; the great 
Experiment was untried, the Region of Spirits 
ſtrange and unknown; 'twas yet a Perhaps, an 
Uncertainty, on which my Hopes depcnded ; 
the grand Queſtion, whether I ſhould be happy 
or miſerable tor ever, was yet undecided; I was 
{tartled at a mere Poſſibility of being ſhut out of 
the ſtarry Courts, and excluded from the illu- 
ſtrious Aſſembly of happy Immortals. 

IN DEED I had no Intervals of Deſpair, my 
Hopes and Fears were equally balanced ; no al- 
lowed or unrepented Crime prefſed my Soul : 
Virtue had been my early, my dcliberate Choice, 
the ſuperior Deſign and governing Spring of all 
my Conduct: I hope I had made ſome Prepara- 
tion for Death, and had often meditated on the 


ſerious Subject; but 'twas in the Hours of per- 
tc 
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ſect Health and Vivacity: I had never beſore 
groaned on a lick Bed; theſe Solemnities were 
new, and infinitely more awſul than J had cver 
conccived. 

Darn threatened me now at a Diſadvantage, 
in a Criſis of Folly, an unuſual Diſorder of 
Mind; Sickneſs and Pain gave every thing a 
gloomy” Aſpect, and heightened even natural 
Frailtics into the blackeſt Guilt ; while the griz- 
ly Monarch ſtood inſulting before me, and drew 
his ſable Curtains round my Bed; but a ſuperior 
Power reſcued me from his ravenous Jaws, and 
bid me live, to ſpeak my great Dclivercr's 
Praiſe. 

T n1s Sickneſs has given me another Set of 
Thoughts; my Apprehenſions of Dying are as 
different from what they were before, as the Evi- 
dence of waking Certaintics are from the airy 
Illuſions of a Dream: My Notions were once 
very gay and romantick; I fancicd I ſhould take 
my final Leave of the World with an exceeding 
good (race, and bid adieu very ſedately to all 
the Vanitics beneath the Sun; till it came to a 
Trial, I was for, making my Exit in the full 
Bloom of Youth, and quitting the Stage in 
the moſt becoming Manner? While the fatal 
Moment appeared at a Diſtance, I was delighted 
with ſuch Images of Mortality as the Author of 
the following Verſes has deſcribed, and with great 
Gayety repeated theſe Lines: 


Indul- 
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Indulgent Death, prepare thy gentle Dart, 

To flrike a willing and unguarded Heart. 
Where are thy dreadful Looks and gloomy Train ? 
Fantaſtick Mortals all theſe Terrors ſeigu. 

Thou haſt an: Angel's Smile aud heav uly Grace; 

1 find tranſporting Beauties in thy Face, 
And yield unforc'd unto thy cold Embrace. c 
I come a joyful Captive to thy Arms; 

This Moment has for me ten thouſand Charms; 
For thee all human Things I here reſign ; 

My ſpotleſs Faith and Virgin Vows are thine. 
Mirtillo's Sighs, and Sylvia's Tears, in vain 
In theſe dull Regions would my 90ul retain. 
Forbear your fruitleſs arg, go to prope 
Unbounded Plenſures, and Wnmortal Love. 

Oh let me uumoleſted cloſe my Eyes; 

We'll meet again in youder bliſsful Skies / 


Dung Virgins, haſte, ere ry Wreath prepare, 
Aud adreſs with guiltleſs Ornaments my Hair; 
Aadqrn me Li the Summer's painted Pride, 
And lay the Veſtments of the Dead aſide ; 

Nor let a peuſive Look, or mouruſul Tear, 

To cloud the Luſtre of your Eyes appear : 

Each Nymph be dreſs d in Robes of ſpotleſs White, 
The Foldings ftreqgning far with ſilver Light : 
Let Smiles on all gour lovely Faces ſhine ; 

Nor at my glorious Deſtiny repine. 

With decent Joy conduct me to the Tomb, 

And hang your Garlands round the ſol;tary Room. 


Turs 


r 

Tunis is to expire in Heroicks, to give up 
the Ghoſt with a poetical Decorum, and to be 
interred a la Mode d Arcadia. Such Sentiments 
as theſe may pleaſingly amuſe the Mind in the 
Hours of Health and Serenity; but it requires 
a Strength ſuperior to all human Fortitude, to 
ſupport the Soul in the Agonies of Separation: 
there the Aids of Reaſon and Nature fail; only 
a Power Divine can diſperſc the fatal Gloom, 
and brighten it into celeſtial Day. — This long 
Letter is owing to your own Cunoſity; and muſt 
be the Excuſe of, 


MADAM, 
Yours, &c. 


SYLVIA. 


L EIN 
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To LETICIA; giving an Account of the Death 
of AMANDA. 


Au juſt rcturn'd from paying my laſt 
Ceremony to the Remains of the late 
beautiful Amanda The ſurprizing 

XJ State in which for ſeveral Weeks the 
Corps lay, the Richneſs of the Coffin, or the 
Pomp with which ſhe was interr'd, could no way 
diſguiſc from my Thoughts the melancholy Cir- 
cumſtances that attended the laſt Scene of her 
Life: I never think of the Manner of her Death, 
but a thouſand Terrors riſe in my Imagination, 
to reproach me for joining with the reſt of her 
Flatterers, in concealing her Danger, and ſooth- 
ing her with Hopes of Recovery, till Death con- 
vinced her of the fatal Deluſion, 

ON this Subject, I hope you will give me 
| Leave to be ſerious; my Youth, which you ſo 
often object againſt the Gravity of my Temper, 
is no Argument in this Caſe; the fair Amanda 
was ſtill younger, and yet, after all her Bloom 
and Vivacity, I ſaw her a pale and ſenſeleſs Car- 
caſs: 


F « How 
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« How lately did this celebrated Thing 
« Shinc in the Box, and ſparkle in the Ring / 


*T'1s true, the mouldering Clay, by a ſtately 
Monument, is diſtinguiſh'd from vulgar Duſt ; 
but how poor a Conſolation 1s that to an immor- 
tal ot; tated to endleſs Miſery, or unbounded 
Joy ! 

Vor may levgh, and in poor wild Wit ridi- 
culc th:{: ſolemn Reflections, and lampoon me 
with the Character of a Saint ; but my dear Le- 
ticia, this Mirth would be more unſcaſonable and 
ridiculous than my Morals: However, I am 
more charitable than to accuſe you of ſuch Levity. 

SINCE you have put me, by your own Com- 
mands, on this melancholy Account, I hope 'twill 
be for your Advantage, when you come to act 
the cloſing Part of Life. 

T told you in my laſt Letter, the accidental 
Reaſon of being in the ſame Houſe with Aman- 
Aa, and her full Reſolution not to go into the 
Country, however neceſſary it was for her 
Health ; no Argument could prevail with her 
to quit the Amuſements of the Town, in which 
the had always a Share, till the poſitive Order 
of her Phylicians confined her from going abroad: 
Her Diſtemper was ling'ring, but incurable ; 
this, in my hearing, the Doctor own'd to her 
clder Siſter, in whoſe Family ſhe was: He told 
us, that he thought two or three Months would 
be the utmoſt Limits of her Life; which he beg'd 

might 
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might be conceal'd, and that we would keep her 
as chcarful as poſſible : But the natural Gaicty 
of her Temper prevented that Care, for her Bu- 
ſineſs was to get rid of Time and Leiſure, She 
could not go to the Maſquerade, but took care 
to let her Acquaintance know how welcome their 
Appearance, in every fantaſtick Diſguiſe, would 
be in her own Apartment. She languiſh'd after 
the Delights of the Stage, but to ſupply that, 
Orders were given for ſome Farce or Comedy to 
be read for her Diverſion : Sometimes a Game at 
Piquet paſs'd away the tedious Moments; ſhe 
has often kept the Cards in her Hands, ttill a 
ſwooning Fir interrupted the important Affair. 
This you will think was a pious Preparation for 
the laſt Change! A glorious manner of con- 
cluding the Action of Human Life! 

Hex Beauty was as much her Joy and Con- 
templation, as ever; ſhe was cxcecding pale, but 
there was a certain Elegance in her Features, 
and ſomething ſo peculiarly charming in her Air, 
that triumph'd over her Indiſpoſition; and to 
give a Fluſh to her Complexion, ſhe had prevail'd 
with her Siſter to change her Window-Curtains, 
which were Yellow Silk, for ſome of a bright 
Crimſon : Her Toilet took up as much of her 
Time as her Strength would permit; the ad- 
juſting a becoming and modifh Undreſs, would 
lometimes ſo exhauſt her Spirits, that ſhe was 
forced to pauſe, and leave the Mighty Task un- 
tniſh'd: *T'was but two Days before ſhe died, 
that the order'd the moſt faſhionable Deſbabille to 

F 3 be 
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be ſent for from France; as if ſhe deſign'd to ex- 
pire genteely, and appear polite, even in the 
Lang uiſhments of Death. 
Hxx Siſter, tho' many Years — * under the 
Influence of the ſame unhappy Education, in- 
dulg'd the Vanity of her Inclination in every 
Punctilio; whatever was the Conſequence, the 
dying Fair muſt be diverted from every thing 
that was reaſonable and ſerious: One would 
wonder her Invention could find ſuch a Scrics of 
 Impertinencics ; Monkeys, Parrots, Buffoons, 
ſoft Muſick, and tender Songs, were always 
ready to entertain every little Interval of Eaſe, 
or Strength, the poor unthinking Patient had. 
Tus, to me, was the moſt melancholy Scene 
in the World: I have forced a Smile, when my 
Heart has been inwardly blecding with Grict and 
Compaſſion: Not a Day paſt, but with Tears 
ſtreaming from my Eyes, II importun'd Marina, 
to let her Siſter know her Danger, and to ſend 
for a neighbouring Clergyman, of great Piety, 
ſometimes to pray with her; and, at lcaſt, to ac- 
quaint her ſhe was not immortal ; that it was poſ- 
lible tor her to die, as well as other People. 
Tus Advice ſhe rejected as poſitively, as if 
I had perſwaded her to ſend for an Executioner, 
to diſpatch her Siſter into the next World: Then 
Madam, faid I, at lcaſt forbcar to diſtract, and 
hinder her, from every ſerious Reflection. 

Serious Reſleclion, my dear EM111 4, (ſhe re- 
ply'd), where have you learnt this Cant © How 


long have you praiſed that Suintly Air ! Look in 
| the 
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the Glaß, and ſee if ,you can forbear laughing. at 
your ſelf ; would you have me put on that preciſe 
Look, and murder my Sifter, by telling ber thut be 
has but a Month to live It would infallibly throw 
her into the Agonies of Death Jou cannot be [0 
barbarous to give me this Advice Jou know what 
Ehedt our pious Fraud had, of putting St. Auitin + 


Meditations into her Hands, inflead of Otway's 
Plays; the accidental opening it at a Meditation on 
Death, had almoſt thrown her into a Convulſiun. 


But this (continued the) is the Effe# of your. 
ſtrange Notions ; you repreſent the Supreme Being in 
ſuch a gloomy View, that it makes you perfely ſu- 
perſtitious ; My T boughts, I confeſs, are more light= 
ſome and free; I believe the Mercies of Heaven un- 
bounded, and that there is nothing in theſe little 
Gaieties, offenſive to God, or injurious to Man : 
Nor indeed is a future State of Puniſbment any 
Part of my Creed; I make no queſtion, but my Si- 
ſter will be inſenſible or happy whenever ſbe dies, 
and it ſball be my Buſineſs to make her ſo, the ſhort 
Space ſbe has to live, which may be a Month or tuo 
longer, by the Dodor's Conjetures, the laſt Viſit he 
made. Come (added the) you muſt go with me, 
and endeavour to divert ber; but pray put off that 
 ſandify'd Aſped, and try to look a little more like 
an Iubabitant of this World, 

I could not refuſe attending her to Amands's 
Apartment, whom we found in a muſing, melan- 
choly Poſture; which to divert, Marina told her, 
ſhe look'd exceeding well, and nothing could be 
more gentccl than the Deſbabi/le, in which ſhe 


apy 
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appeared: This a little brighten'd the Chagrin 
on her Viſage, and made her ſomething attentive 
to the Pranks of a new Monkey, which her Page 
had juſt introduced to divert his fair Miſtreſs ; 
who, in the midſt of the Recreation, was ſeized 
with a fainting Fit, ſunk back in an Eaſy Chair, 
and after a tew Hours convulſive Pangs, gave up 
the Ghoſt, | 

J have been fo particular in this Account, in 
hopes it will have a laſting Influence on your 
Conduct; and by being faithtul to my Living 
Friend, I may attone, if poſſible, for my Inſin- 
cerity to the Dead. I have, a thouſand and a 
thouſand times, reproach'd myſelf, for not letting 
Amanda plainly know her Danger; leaving the 
Event to Heaven, I am convinced *twas my Du- 
ty, in ſpite of all the falſe Rules, by which the 
Fricndſhip of-the World is guided. 

Tuns two Sifters had the Misfortune, in 
their early Years, to loſe their Mother, and were 
left to the Conduct of a Father, who made it his 
Pride to think and live freely; he looked on all 
Religion as State Policy, and put the Bible and 
Alcoran on a Level: With theſe Principles he 
perverted his Daughters Minds, and except ob- 
ſerving the ſtricteſt Forms of Honour and Repu- 
tation, they were govern'd by no Rule, but their 
Caprice and the Faſhions of the Age. Thus they 
ſaw their Father live, and thus they ſaw him die, 
entirely negligent and thoughtleſs of any thing 
beyond the Period of Human Life : Inſtead of 
Prayers, and pious Meditations, one of his Li- 

bertine 
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bertine Companions read Dryder's Tranſlation of 
Lucretius to him, in his laſt Hours; while fear- 
leſs and inſenſible he met Death, and all its ſue- 
ceeding Horrors. 

Amanda's Death has made a deep e 
on my Thoughts, I have bid the Modiſh World 
adieu, and am now retired to my Brother's Coun- 
try Scat. You may call it the Spleen, but I hope 
'tis the Effet of juſt reaſoning, that I have 
never rcad any thing ſince I came here, but Books 
of Devotion, Mr, Law's excellent Treatiſe of 
Chriſtian Perfection has been inſtructive to me: 
The Character of Miranda has raiſed a noble 
Emulation in my Mind, though I deſpair of 
reaching that Perſection. 

Ir you make me a Viſit, you will not find me 
engaged in Cards at One and Thirty, nor telling 
Riddles, or drawing Valentines with my Country 
Neighbours ; but muling by the Side of a gentle 
Caſcade, or ſitting in ſome fragrant Bower, liſten- 
ing to the Songs of n in Mr. Watts s pious 
Numbers : 


« Hark / how beyond the narrow Bounds 
« Of Time and Space they run, 

« And ſpeak, in moſt majeſtick Sounds, 
« The Godhead of the Sou. 


« How on the Father's Breaſt he lay, 
« The Darling of his Soul, 

« Infinite Years before the Day, 

« Or Heav'ns began to roll, 


00 Aud 
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And now they ſink their lofty Tone, 
« And milder Notes they play; 


„ And bring th Eternal Godhead down, 
« To duell in humble Clay. © 


Ir this long Letter ſhould give you the Spleen, 
I hope 'ewill be your Advantage; nothing but 
that is the Intcntion of 


MADAM, 


Your moſt humble Servant, 


EMILIA, 


L E T- 


E 
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LETTER VII. 


» — r * . 


The ANSWER: To 1 


OUR Letter, I hope, will be a Re- 

Vſtraint on the great Levity of my Tem- 
per: The Account of Amanda's Death 

will leave me without Excuſe, if I 
ſhould carry my Vanity ſo far, as to a& the laſt 
Part of Life, with ſo little Propriety. I cannot, 
without the warmeſt Gratitude to Heaven, reflect 
on the Advantage of a different Education and 
Principles, which, I hope, will never be effaced 
trom my Soul. 

Bur, my dear Emilia, I ſhall never be ſo good 
as you would have me, nor as I ſincerely deſire 
to be; I have yet ſome tender Engagements to 
break, before I bid adieu to the World, and rank 
myſelt in the Number of Departed Spirits: I 
cannot on a ſudden contract ſuch Intimacics with 
inviſible Beings, as to abandon all my material 
Acquaintance. I deſpair of following you and 
Miranda, who, if you were Roman Catholicks, 
are in a fair way of being canonized (as many a 
miſerable Sinner has been before you): Of what- 
ever Religion I am, tis certain I ſhall never be 
numbered in the ſame Claſs with St. Winifred. 

" M Yov 
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Yov love Poetry, and tis a Pleaſure to me 
to oblige you with any thing writ on a Subject 
fo agrecable to your Taſte, as theſe Verſes in- 
ſcribed to Mrs. A a Perſon of ſtrict Piety; 
though ſhe docs not turn Recluſe, and live in a 
Grotto, but converſes freely with the polite 
World, and keeps an unblemiſhed Character in 
jt, I'll leave you now to your ſhady Retreats, 
and murmuring Brooks. 


On SOLITUDE: 
Inſcribed to Mrs. M—. 


Te Groves, and flowry Vales, in you we find 
The firſt unblemiſb d Joys for Man defign'd ; 
Your charming Scenes ti attentive Mind ſupply - 
With Pleaſure in its nice Variety : 

Nature does here her Virgin Smiles afford, 
And ſbeus us Paradiſe again reflored ; 
Our Souls their former Harmony acquire, 
And vexing Care, and conſcious Guilt retire. 


Propitious Solitude thou kind Retreat 
From all the vain Amuſements of the Great 
In thee alone, without Diſguſt, we prove 
The endleſs Sweets of Innocence and Love 
Beauty, and Wit, may find a Refuge bere, 
Unenvy'd ev'n Belinda might appear; 
Each Nymph would yield the unconteſted Prize, 
And ev'ry Swain pay Homage to her Eyes. 
Flouriſh ye gentle Shades, and rural Seats, 


Let endleſs Verdure deck your ſoft Retreats ; 
| Peace 
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Peace dwell upon your Banks, ye Silver Streams, 
The Muſes chafte Delights, and conſtant Themes; 
For ever you the Poet's Breaſt inſpire, 

With ſprigbily Joys, and wake the Golden Lyre. 


Retir'd in fragrant Bow'rs, the Hebrew King 
For Pharaoh's Daughter, touch'd the tuneful String, 
The fair F.gyptian's Charms his Soul poſſeſt, 

And fill d with ſacred Extacies his Breaſt; 
Celeflial Numbers melted from his Tongue, 

In human Figures, Truths divine were ſung, 
While Lebanon's high Cedars lent an Ear, 
And Siloc ro/e above its Banks to hear; 
Hermon and Carmel, kept the pleaſing Lay, 
And Sharon's painted Vale appear d more gay. 


What Pow'r, enchanting Solitude, is thine ! 
That Men, for thee, the deareſt Ties reſign * 
For thee the Monarch lays his Crown aſide, 

And the young Lover quits his weeping Bride, 

The Hero gives the Chaſe of Honour o er, 

And Fame, and glorious Conqueſt, tempt no more; 
The /ofter Sex, with fearleſs Piety, 

To Woods and ſavage Wilds have follow'd thee, 


Fair Magdalen, the flatt'ring World declin'd, 
And to a narrow Cave her Charms confin'ds © 
In Herod's wanton Court, admir'd ſbe ſpoue, 

And all the tempting Paths of Vice had knows ; 
To her's, the Beauties of the Hebrew Race, 
Rachel's and Tamar's boaſted Fame gave place 
Love triumph d in her Voice, her Looks, and Mien, 
Aud Love in all ber fatal Form was ſcen; 

GK: A thous 
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A thouſand youthful Hearts her Pow'r obey'd, 

And Homage to her ſoft Dominion paid : 

But thus in Nature's gayeſt Bloom admir'd, 

A Penitent ſbe gloriouſly retir d; 

Her cofily Ornaments are laid aſide, 

With all the vain” Addreſs of Female Pride; 

Her Hair negledled, ver her Boſom flow'd, 

Aud Charms beyond the Reach of Art beſtow'd ; 

A mourning Robe ſbe wore, a penſive Grace, 

And ſoft Remorſe, ſute on her lovely Face; 

A vaulted Rock for her Retreat ſbe choſe, 

Among the Clifts a murn'ring Fountain roſe ; 

Here Contemplation, Pray'r, and lofty Praiſe, 

In ſolemn Order meaſured out her Days : 

To Hearn her Vows with early Ardour fled, 

Before the Sun his Morning Glories ſpread ; 

When from his Height he pour'd down golden ſtreams, 

Her wing'd Devotion met his Noon-day Beams, 

Till in the Weſt with fainter Light he ſhone, 

Untir'd the heavenly Votary went on: 

The Moon ſerene in Midnight Splendor ſate, 

With countleſs Stars attending on her State; 

The Cares and noiſy Buſineſs of the Day, 

In Reſt and ſoothing Dreams, diſſalb d away ; 

The drowſy Waters crept along the Shore, 

And Shepherds pin'd upon the Banks no more; 

| The Trees their Whiſpers ceas'd, the gentle Gale 

No longer danc'd along the dewy Vale, 

The peaceful Ecchoes, undifturl'd with Sound, 
Lay ftumb'ring in the cavern'd Hills around, 

Faction, and Care, and Midnight Riot ſlept, 

But ftill the lovely Saint her holy Vigils kept. 


Is 
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Ir you could but find ſuch a convenient Habi- 
tion as this, it would be to your Heart's Content: 
For my Part, I ſhall never hide my Virtue in Ob- 
ſcurity ; it ſhall not be my Fault, if the World 
is not inſtructed by my Example. But to be ſe- 
rious, I verily believe we have both the ſame im- 
portant Intereſt in view, though we are ſo diffe- 
rent in our Tempers; we never meet but it puts 
me in mind of the two Weeping, and Laugh- 
ing Philoſophers, The very ſame Cauſe has 
often had the oppoſite Effect on our Diſpoſiti- 
ons; but in ſpite of this ſeeming ContradiQtions 
that ſacred Amity by which we arc united, ſhall 
never be violated by 


MADAM, 
Your Obedient Humble Servant, 


LETICIA, 


L E T- 


„ enn Bos 


Fee 


rn 


. 


Jo LE TI CIA, in Auſiger to the foregaing Letter. 


F you have heard of my Brother's 
| Death, you can be no Stranger to 
the Exceſs of my Grief : The Poem 
4 you fent, came very ſeaſonably; in 
the Fair Penitent T found a Plan of 
Life, f ſuited to my melancholy Temper ; which 
has found more Relief by a ſort of viſionary Con- 
ſolation, than from all the Efforts of Reaſon ; 
you have oſten thought fit to divert me with your 
ſleeping, as well as waking Reverics, and I know 
I cannot oblige you more than by relating this 
uncommon Dream. 

WurTHEx it was the Excurſion of Fancy, 
or whether the Scene was diſpoſed by an Angel, 
I cannot determine: But as I was ſitting in a 
Summer-Houſe, my uſual Retreat in an After- 
noon, reading Milton's Elegy on Lycidas, a 
downy Slumber cloſed my Eyes, and funk my 
Sorrows in the pleaſing Oblivion, 

I found my ſelf in a Place, gay as the Pocts 
Deſcription of the Cyprian Groves ; beneath an 
inviting Shade I reſted, on a Bank of Violets, 
and without Surprile, faw my Brother in a glit- 

| tcring 
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teting Habit, and beautiful beyond the Race of 
Men, approaching: He ſcated himſelf by me, 
and with a Smile of celeftial Charity thus began: 
« Tis with the higheſt Satisfaction, my dear 
« Siſter, I come to give you a Relation that will 
4 animate your Virtue. As you aſſiſted mine in 
« a State of mortal Imperfection, you know I 
ec had ſome Intervals of Doubt, and Nature 
« ſhrunk at the Entrance of the gloomy Valley ; 
« the Datkneſs was untry'd and impenctrable : 
© But how great was my Surprize, when I found 
« this momentary Night ſucceeded by an eternal 
« Noon ! while my Guardian Angel, with an 
« Aſpect of incffable Sweetncls bid me follow 
« him. | 
I obey d; in an Inftant the Earth was loſt to 
« my View, the Sun diminiſh'd to a Star; in- 
„ numcrable Worlds were paſt, with a Speed 
« ſwifrer than a Morning Ray; the Gates of 
« Heaven now appear'd, and at the Angel's 
Command, roll 'd back on their Golden Hinges: = 
« But what Glories were diſcloſed, no Language 
« on Earth can deſcribe! Omnipotence and in- 
„ finite Wiſdom ſecm'd without Limits, here to 
« have been cxerted ; thro' enchanting Groves, 
« I traced the delicious Borders, where the 
« Fountains of Life pour out their Streams; 
« paſſing from one Scene of Wonders to another, 
<« ardent to pay my Homage, I preſs'd forward 
« tothe ſacred Throne. 
« Tho Supream Benignity at once beamed 
« forth on me: Loſt in Extaſy, I ſell proſt rate 
h before 
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« before my Sovercign, when with Accents that 
« breathed immortal Joy, and Harmony, he bid 
« me riſe to perfect Purity and Bliſs. 
« A Starry Tiara was placed on my Head, and 
« a Golden Lute in my Hand ; I mingled with 
« the Grand Aſſembly, the "Thouſand Times 
« Ten T houſand, ranſomed from every Language 
« and Tribe on Earth: With them I joined my 
« grateſul Tribute to the great Bent factor of 
« Mankind, whoſe Sufferings and Death had 
given me Acceptance, Victory, and Life; I 
4 rejoiced in God my Saviour, I triumphed in 
« the Height of his Exaltation; Infinite Maje- 
« ſty ſoltened by equal Love appeared in his 
« Form, the Brightneſs of the Divinity, the 
“joy of Heaven, the Theme of every celeſtial 
Song. : 
„LI have made this Impreſſion on your ſlcep- 
ing Imagination, being permitted to give you 
« no other Account of my Happineſs : Be not 
„ impatient of the Afflictions of Life, the whole 
of your mortal Duration is but a Moment, to 
the future Recompence ; if you live to the 
« Honour of your Maker, and the Advantage 
« of your Companions on Earth, it will for ever 
« heighten the Tranſports of your Joy in the 
« Realms of Light. | 


Here with ſoſt Melody the pleaſing Scene 
vaniſhed : I waked at the imaginary Muſick, and 
tound it had left a calm and ſedate Compoſure in 
my Soul; like a Beam from Heaven it diſperſed 
| | the 
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the Gloom, and opened a ſerene and lightſome 
Proſpect betore me. 


I area Waſtes adieu 
Reaſon, Religion, now ] follow you. 

| Enough to Nature and the Grave are paid; 
Behold the fair Celeſtial Seent's difplay'd. 


Ir appear'd too regular for the natural Ex- 
curſion of Fancy, but I ſhall leave that unde- 
termin'd ; amidſt all your Gaictics, you are as 
guiltleſs of Incredulity as 


Your Humble Servant, 


EMILIA. 
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The ANSWER, to EMIIIA. 
Al not ſurprized, that ſuch a ſhining 
22 Viſion as you have deſcribed, has al- 
Mey yd your: Grict, and reſtored the 
EY Tranquility of your Mind; but Iam 
_ afraid you are not yet gay enough, to excull the 
Vivacity of my Temper, or ſuffer me to laugh: 
"Tis without your Conſent if J am happy, and 
very much pleaſed with any of the tranſitory Va- 
nitics of this World ; which, I muſt own, have 
ſome prevailing Charms for me, from whoſc ſoſt 
Captivity I cannot yet get free, 

I was laſt Night at a Play, in which there 
was the Part of a Princeſs well ated, and the 
Scntiments belonging to the Character were uſt 
and noble; yet I was not half ſo well pleaſed, as 
T had often becn before, + with the ſame Repre- 
ſentation ; I ſoon found the Reaſon of my Diſ- 
ſatisfaction, and the Difference between Imitated 
and Real Greatneſs. 

Tux Princeſs Royal was at the Play, and juſt 


in my View; — All that Elegance and Dignity 
0 
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of Thought, the Poet had deſcribed, brighten'd 
her Aſpect; every Virtue was there genes : 
the gentle, the engaging Smile, was beyond the 
reach of Numbers: A thouſand nameleſs Graces 
diſcover'd the innate Perſections of her Mind, and 
gave the charming Princeſs a Diſtinction peculiar 
to conſcious Merit, and beyond all Imitation. 

I intend you a Viſit bæfore the Spring (that 
faireſt Seaſon of the Year) is paſt : I am willing 
to ſee you once more in this World, for I am not 
ſure we ſhall meet in the next, though I ſincerely 
deſire it; nothing will more contribute to my 
Happineſs than your Converſation ; I catch ſome 
Emanation of your Virtuc, and am inſpired with 
new Convictions of the Vanity of the World; 
my Reaſon gains Ground, and my Paſſions ſublide. 
I may venture to look grave in your Company, 
but in my preſent modiſh way of Lite, I dare not 
ſo much as put on an Air of Thought and Re- 
flection, nor ſeem to have any thing in the Earth 
to do, but to amuſe my ſelf and the volatile Be- 
ings I converſe with, You ſee if I was wiſer than 
I really am, I ſhould take Pains to conceal it, 
rather than be ſingular and unfaſhionable. 

I have ſent the Verſes I promiſed to procure 
tor you 


Ou BE AUTY. 


Vidlorious Beauty by what potent Charm 
Doſt thou the Soul of all its Force diſarm /! 5 
We bleſs our Chains, abhor our Liberty, 

Aud yield the unconteſted Prize to thee : 
H 2 Whither 


5 


Whether we raſb or calm Deſigns purſue, 
Thine is the glorious Motive ſtill in View ; 
For thee, we ſearch the wide Creation round, 

But thou art no where in Perfection found ; 
Some Blemiſh ſtill remains on mortal Pride, 

And crowding Years its airy Baaſts deride. 


Triumphant Beauty ſits in Flavia“ Eyes, 
But while we gaze, the trembling Luſtre dies. 


Bellair, compleatly form'd, with ev'ry Grace, 
A faultle/s Shape, and an enchanting Face, 
In all his Motions, each becoming Air, 
Greatneſs and native Elegance appear ; 
Careleſs and free, in Life's deluding Bloom, 
While envious Death threatens a haſty Doom, 
Some gentle Miſtreſs, full of Love and Truth, 
Shall ſoon lament the dear unrival'd Youth, 


Thou lovely, fleeting, tranſitory Thing, 
From what immenſe Perſection doſt thou ſpring 
To what compleat Original return, | 
While we thy ſbort Appearance vainly mourn / 
Howe er our doating Thoughts miſtake the Way 
To certain Bliſs, thine is à friendly Ray, c 
That points the Paſſage to unclouded Day. 


And fbew us what Immortal Beauties are, 
What Life, what roſy Bloom your Faces wear / 
Put on each ſmiling Grace, and conq ring Charm, 
And all the Force of mortal Love diſarm : 


Te Heavenly Forms, in all your Pomp N 


Fox 
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For ftill our reſtleſs Thoughts take glorious Aims, 
Howe'er ſeduc'd by theſe inferior Flames; 
The leading Paſſion, the ſupreme Deſire, 
To Things divine, and infinite aſpire. 


Eternal Excellence tis only'T hee 
We ſearch, thro Natures bright Variety : 
Our eager Wiſhes, with impetuous Force 
To thee unknown, direct their endleſs Courſe ; 
'Tis thee e ſeek and love, for thee we pine, 
The pow'rful Charm, the ſoft Attractions thine ; 
To thee theſe Sighs, theſe tender Vows afend, 
Th' unſeen Divinity we ſtill attend; 
Sick of theſe fading Toys, our J. hong bes preſs on 
To Joys untaſted, Excellence unknown. * 


T hou Great Original of all that's Fair, 
Whoſe Glories no Similitude can bear, 
Before the darting Splendor of thy Eyes, 
T. he Pride of all created Beauty dies. 


T x18 I hope is the latent Senſe of my Soul, 
in all its Motions, tho' I am not yet ſo wiſe ag 
you would have me, nor as I intend to be; but 
in whatever Character you put me, do me the 
Juſtice to believe, I am ſincerely 


Yours, 


LETICIA. 
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From L,»8ANDER, giving 4 Relation of the 
tragical End of his Valct-de-Chambre. 


My Lo xp, 
OUR Commands ſhall be punctually 


pz 1 *. p 


is obeyed, whatever Reluctance 1 find 


you have been fo imperſectly in- 
ſormed. [52 
Tus young Valet-de-Chambre, whoſe Story 
you enquire after, was the ſame I brought out of 
France, whom you took ſome notice of when J 
met your Lordſhip in my Return to England, 
where I was reccived again into my Mother's 
Family, my Father bcing in my Abſence de- 
ccaſed. 
I nap a young Siſter about fifteen, of whom 
J was always excecding fond, and now thought 
it my Part to ſec her as advantageouſly married, 
as her Birth and Fortune required : After I had 


ſpent ſome Time at home, I propoſed ſeveral 


good Matches for her, cvery one of which the 
obſtinately refuſed. 
TI urs 
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TH1s gave me ſome Suſpicion of my Valet, 
who appeared to be a handſome Youth about 
eighteen: He had a charming Voice, and ſung 
to a Lute, which he touched with ſurprizing 
Skill and Sweetneſs. My Siſter loved Muſick, 
and he was always ambitious of entertaining her. 
There was no Difficulty to diſcover her Inclina- 
tions, Truth and Nature appeared in all her 
Actions; but Palanty's Conduct was paſt my 
Penetration: However, I reſolved to part with 
him, to prevent my Siſter's Infamy ; as diſſolute 
and abandoned as my own Manners had been, I 
had the niceſt Senſe of what would touch her 
Reputation. With a reſtleſs Mind I was one 
Day walking in my Garden, and turning with 
ſome Precipitation down a ſhady Alley, I ſur- 
prized Palanty reading a Paper; which ſuddenly 
ſnatching from him, convinced me of my Siſter's 
Folly. 

I Took the Opportunity immediately to diſ- 
miſs him; and ſceing me reſolved, he fell on his 
Knees, intreating me not to expoſe a Stranger 
in a foreign Country; confeſſing the whole 
Truth, that ſhe was an unhappy Woman, the 
Cardinal of B's Niece, who, governed by 
the Dictates of her Affection, had followed me 
in that Diſguiſe. 

Tus ſhe told me with a Face unſtained with 
a roſy Bluſh, or the leaſt Appearance of that 
modeſt Diſorder ſo natural and becoming her 
Sex: My Confuſion was much greater than hers; 


and yet one would not think me over baſhſul, 
nor 


4s LET FRA 
nor extremely ſcrupulous with regard to my 
Character. Her Impudence made me almoſt 


ſuſpect the Truth of what the told me; but 1 


was not in an inquiſitive Humour, and cared not 
what ſhe was if I had never been embaraſſed with 
her: I had ſeen her Face too often to find any 
Charm of Novelty in it; the Paſſion ſhe pretends 
ed for me was a Myſtery, when I remembered 
ſhe had been without Conſtraint a Witneſs, as 
well as Pimp, to many of my criminal Amours, 

HOowW EVER, as I was now without Anxiety 
for my Siſtcr, this artful Woman, by her Impor- 
runitics, prevailed on my caſy Lemper to let her 
ſtay in the Family, till ſhe could find ſome other 
Settlement. She ſtaid ; and in ſome Moment of 
Darkneſs ſeduced me to her Ruin, and my own 
Infamy : She was with Child; I got Lodgings 
for her, and pretending ſome Diſguſt, diſmiſſed 
her as a Valet; my Mother and Siſter being in- 
tirely ignorant of the Diſguiſc of her Sex. 

Ix the mean time my Mother, who took the 
Chagrin of my Temper for a Reformation of 
Manners, was very ſolicitous with me to con- 
clude a Marriage ſhe had propoſed to a young 
Woman of great Merit, and a very agreeable 
Perſon. - I purſued the Affair but coldly, and in 
mere Complaiſance to a moſt indulgent Parent; 
till, by frequent Converſation with this charming 
Woman, ſhe engaged me by all the Ties of Rea- 
ſon and virtuous Love: The Modeſty of her 
Behaviour, joined to the moſt ſincere and obli- 
ging Temper in the World, ſecured her Em- 


pire; 
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pire; her Wit was ſparkling and inoffenſive, 
Deceit and Malice were Strangers to her Breaſt ; 


a thouſand nameleſs Beauties appeared in all her 
Conduct: Till now I never knew the Force of 


Love, nor any of the refined Sentiments that 
noble Paſſion inſpired. In what guiltleſs Joys 
did the Hours paſs that I ** with my loves 
Cimene / 

Bur what Totgue can expreſs the Anguiſh 
I felt from my criminal Affair with Palanty/ I 
was forced to viſit her, for fear ſhe ſhould di- 
vulge the Secret, in Revenge, and ruin me with 
the charming Cimene. You are a Stranger, my 
Lord, to theſe Vexations ; your whole Conduct 
has been governed by the Rules of Honour and 
Reaſon: Oh may my worſt Enemy never know 
the Curſe of an Engagement with a lewd, impe- 
rious Woman! Fear kept me a Slave to her Ca- 
price, and forced me to endure all the Inſolence, 
and Rage of Language, ſhe had practiſed in her 
maſculine Habit among her Interiors; nor durſt 
I offer to controul her expenſive Vanity, being 
willing to ſoften her, till ſhe was paſt the a 
rous State ſhe was no in. 

Bu r no Conſideration could make me delay 
my intended Marriage, let the Event be what 1t 
would; the Day was ſet that Heaven, in Gimene, 
gave me the greateſt Bleſſing of my Lite: The 
News was ſoon ſpread, and reached Palanty's 
Ears; who procured a deadly ſleeping Draught, 
and, unſuſpected by thoſe about her, deſperately 


lwallowed it, and flept her laſt ; leaving a Paper 
1 on 


er. 
on her Toilet, with an Account who ſhe was, and 
her Ad venture with me. 

Tus Accident was ſoon told to my Mother; 
who was loſt in Sorrow, till I aſſured her, Pa 
lanty had impoſed on my Ignorance by her Ha- 
bit, until a few Months before I diſmiſſed her; 
and that by her Artifice, and not my own Incli- 
nation, I had been cnſnarcd into this Misfortune: - 
As much a Rake as I had been, I could not but 
have a ſecret Averſion to a Woman of that diſ- 
ſolute Character. But the Intamy of this tragical 
Event has juſtly fallen on me, ſince in all my 
other Intrigues I had been the Seducer, and too 
often triumphed in the Spoils of unguarded In- 
nocence. 

Tur lovely Ciinene, to whom I had "Wi but 
two Days marricd, inſtcad of betraying any fe- 
male Weakneſs, with Peace in her Looks, and 
Perſuaſion in her Tongue, endeavoured to com- 
poſe the Gricf and Diſtraction with which ſhe 
found this infamous Event had filled my Thoughts. 
In her calm and unrufled Temper I faw the Pri- 
vilege of a ſpotleſs Lite, and a Mind unclouded 
with Guilt; free from uncaſy Reflexions on what 
was paſt, or reſtleſs rn of what was to 
come. 

TuIsũ is 3 juſk the Reverſc of my Condition; 
the unhappy End of this miſerable Woman, the 
double Murder of herſelf and unborn Infant, the 
Share I have had in her Misfortunes, has brought 
my former Crimes in their blackeſt Shape to my 
Remembrance. 


"Tis 


1 


. 
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'Tis conſcious Guilt's the Emphaſi is of Hell, - 
Mere all but Fables elſe, the Freftbood: 2 


Lice Furies, the Ghoſts of my paſt Sins — 
up, and terrify my reſtleſs Imagination; my De- 
bauches, Quarrels, licentious Amours, paſs in a 
contuſed Succeſſion before me: This is what ſe» 
cretly blaſts my Joys, when to the World they 
appcar in their full Bloom. 

Ties not a Month ſince my ſoſteſt Wiſhes 
were crowacd in the Poſſeſſion of the charming 
Cimenz ;, I am yet ſurrounded with the Congra- 
tulations of my Friends on the happy Occation , 


every other Circumſtance ot Lite ſcems to . 


ſpire to my Satisfaction. You will ask me, my 
Lord, Why I am not caſy and thankful in this 
Circle of carthly Enjoyments? What is the Hin- 
drance? Where is the Obſtacle ? | 
'T rs Guilt ! 'tis conſcious Guilt! What was 
the Matter with the firſt bold Tranſgreſſor? why 
did he run to the Thickets to cover him? why 
ſhelter himſelf among the "I 'rees of Eden ? what 
could make him fly that gracious Preſence, at 
which innocent Nature ſmiled, the new Creation 


| bloomed afreſh, and the Morning Stars rejoiced ? 


Why is he feartul in the Cool of the Evening, 
who at the Dawning of the ſame Day knew no 


ſuch Paſſion? What has made this ſudden Alte» 


ration? Some mighty Change muſt be within, for 
all without is the ſame, Is he not in Paradiſe, 
ſurrounded with all the Pleaſures of Senſe; the 

3 warbling 
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warbling Muſick of the Groves to delight his 
Ear; to charm his Sight, the gay Creation un- 
folds its various Beauties; the Flowers breathe 
ambroſial Fragrance to chear him, the balmy Air 
is yet unruffled by 'Tempeſts, the Sun ſhines in 
its original Splendor, and Nature ſtands dreſſed 
in all her primeval Perfection! The Man is in 
exact Temperament formed for Immortality, and 
jaſt warm from his Great Creator's Hands, from 
whom, with wild Amazement, now he flies, and 
ſeeks the Covert of the Woods for Shelter. 

Tuts was all the Effect of Guilt, that ſceret 
Wound that bleeds within! You will excuſe my 
dwelling ſo long on this melancholy Theme, 
when, I tell you, tis ſome Relief to that Anguiſh 
which is a Secret to all the World but your Lord- 
ſhip: I am well acquainted with your Compaſ- 
fion and Fidelity, and am going to make a far- 
ther Trial of them, by a Relation which will 
ſurpriſe you. I will not exact your Belicf, nor 
enter into the Reaſon and Philoſophy of it; nor 
will I preſume to contradict it, ſhould yon tell 
me I am diſtracted, that all I am going to diſco- 
ver is the Effect of Frenzy; as it was but a mo- 
mentary Appearance, I will aſſert nothing: But 
as I was indulging my melancholy Temper, in 
the Retreat of a Summer-Houſe, fitting very late 
in a penſive Poſture, leaning on a Table, a pale ſal- 
phureous Gleam of Light appeared, that ſeemed = 
to hover round a Form reſembling Palanty's ; 
who with a rucful Aſpect, dreſſed in the Habi- 
liments of the Dead, ſtood before me, and with 


an 
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an Air of unutterable Anguiſh laid this Letter on 
the Table by me, and immediately vaniſhed. 
I ſhould think this no more than a Dream, if the 
Paper had not been real. The dreadtul Contents 
are as follow: | 


To LyYSANDER,. 


I am now convinced, by a terrible Demonſtration, 
of thoſe Truths I once denied; to my Coſ I find that 
Hell is no poetick Fidtion, no enthuſiaſtick Dream, 
nor pious Fable of ſome mercenary Prieſt : This was 
the Language of my Impiety, when I followed you in 
an impudent Diſguiſe; and to ſupport my maſculine 
Character, adled the Atheiſt, by ridiculing all that 
was ſacred, till I was given up of Heaven to the 


ftrongeſt Deluſion, and the moſt daring Infidelity. 


Thus abandoned, I ſwallowed the deadly Potion, 
with a full Preſumption of mingling with my native 


Daft, and being inſenſible for ever But the Inſtant 
Death had cloſed my Eyes, and laid bis icy Hand 


on my Heart, a Scene altogether new and ſurpriſing 
opened before me; the juſt unembodied Soul, in the 
Height of Aftoniſbment, would fain have fbrunk 
back again into its late warm Habitation, from 
whence I had violently forced it the Attempt was 
vain; the Avennes of mortal Life were for ever 
ſhut, and I found myſelf the Deriſion of thoſe ma- 
lignant Spirits, who had been my Seducers to this 
unuathral Fad, 

What Execrations did I not utter againſt myſelf 
and them! I had indulged the Rage, and prac- 


tied the Language of Hell in my mortal State; but 


here 
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here all was fraitleſs and unfeared; I was the 
Captive of thoſe infernal Minifters, who waited to 
conduct me to the Frontiers of eternal Night : I caſt 
my Eyes to the heavenly Luminaries, and the full 
blazing Sun, whoſe Light I was to Joſe for ever; J 
bid adieu to the fair Creation, whoſe Almighty For- 
mer I had denied; I caſt my Eyes to the ſparkling 
Gates of Bliſs, and with infinite Anguiſb found 
' them ſbut againſt me, and hurried far through 
| Chaos and primeval Darkneſs (far from the Limits 
of celeftial Day) I reached my deftined Habitation 
a diſmal Region, wafte and wide, of which no 
Mortal can form à Conception, nor find a Name for 


half its Terrors. 
| Oh ! fly the Paths that lead to theſe mournful 


Abodes. As I have been in my mortal State the 
Infirument of Hell to entice you to Sin, your Per- 
dition would vaſtly aggravate my own Miſery ;; 
and I am ſuffered to warn you, as the rich Liber- 
tine in the Goſpel would have warned his Brethren, 
that you come not to this Place of Torment. 

I miſt no farther reveal the Secrets of the Deep, 
but am commanded back to the Seats of impenetrable 


Night and endleſs Deſpair / PALANTY. 


Tn àAr this Letter was left on the Table, writ 
in a Character exactly like Palanty's, is Fact; 
whether the reſt was real or imaginary, I darc 
not decide. 01 


Dar Loraſbip's, &c. 


LVYSANPDER. 


L E T. 
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LETTER XI. 


1 1 ” 
Y A of * TE ff & # 'T, 2 


"> 


Letter the Second, to my Lord *, , from 
: Lreanvens: 


MOU arc entirely at your Liberty to 
wel reject the Relation J ſent you; 1 


CE in Ghoſts and Apparitions a Teſt 

of your Chriſtianity ; that ſtands on 
a more ſure Foundation, and has all the Evi- 
dence of Reaſon and Miracles to ſupport it: I 
am an Inſtance of its Divine Power, by which I 
am transformed ſrom the brutal to the human 
Nature: I can now glory in that Privilege, J 
lately deſpiſed, and without Vanity claim the 
Dignity of a reaſonable Creature. 

My Penitence was ſincere, and found Accep- 
tance from Heaven: The ſacred Illumination, 
ſcattered the Gloom of Guilt and Deſpair, while 
in gentle Whiſpers the eternal Spirit breathed 
Pardon, Peace, and heavenly Benedictions to my 
Soul; I felt the powerful Influence, the Flames 
ot celeſtial Love were kindled, My Fears vaniſh- 


ed like Clouds before the Morning Sun. 
« ALL 


Ancver intended to make your Belict 


1 
| 
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« ALL hail (I cricd) ye unknown Delights, 
<« ye unexperienced Plcaſurcs ! compared to you 
« what are my paſt Enjoyments! what are all 
« the Amuſements of Senſe! I never lived till 
« now; I knew no more than the Name, the 
5 Shadow of Happineſs; but now I wake to 
« Life, and taſte the Joys of Angels. 

I hope, my Lord, you will not think theſe 
the Flights of Imagination : You that have al- 
ways believed the Articles of Religion, and kept 
its bright Rewards in View, can reflect on ſuch 
Subjects more calmly; but to me theſe glo- 
rious Truths are all Novelty and Surpriſe. If a 
Wretch from his Infancy had been kept in a. 
gloomy Dungeon, and juſt delivered from that 
dark Confinement, with what Tranſports would 
he ſalute the great Luminaries of Heaven, while 
one that from his Birth had been bleſſed with 
their Beams would meet them without Emo- 
tion? | | 
Tus x important Subjects engage my whole 
Attention; the Creation wears new Beauties, 
wherever I caſt my Eyes, I meet Impreſſions ot 
the Divinity ; I trace his Footſteps among the 
ſilver Rills, and invoke him in the ſilent Grove: 
You know my poetick Humour, by too many 
looſe Compoſures; but my Muſe is now conſe- 
crated, and in ſome ſylvan Retreat often aſſiſts 
my Evening Devotion. 

PexMtT me, my Lord, to repeat my laſt 


Invocation to the heavenly Power. | 
2 | Deſcend, 
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Deſcend, celeſtial Spirit, from above, 
The uncreated Source of Light and Love 
Perpetual Calms, and ſneet Security, 
Concord, and graceful Order, wait on thee; 
Decay, and Death, thy quick'ning Rays exclude; 
And ſpringing Nature ſmiles, by thee renew'l ; 
Darkneſs, and wild Confuſion ſoon retire 
Before thy clear, illuminating Fire; 
To gentle Thoughts thou deft our Boſoms move, 
And breath'/t the ſoft melodious Soul of Love. 


Ob Thou ! who mad the new Creation bloom 
With adive Life, and quick'ning Virtue come . 
Come, like the ſilent Fall of Ev'ning Deus, 

Whoſe Moiſture all the flo'ry Field renews ; 
Breath on me; like the ſweet Sabcan Gale, | | 
That fans with roſy Wings the verdant Dale 
Smooth as the gliding Muſick, that controuls 
Each human Care, and ſteals upon our Souls; 

In Triumph, with the heav'nly Train deſcend _ 

Of Loves, and Graces, which on Thee attend / 


In filent Spades, by ſome clear Fountain's Fall, 

Thou oft haſt anſwer'd to a Mortal's Call; 

Oft in ſome artleſs Cave, or humble Cell, © 

Thou with the Sons of Men haſt deign'd to dwell, 

And left behind the high celeſtial Seats, 

To viſit Mortals, in their low Retreats. 

When holy Vows, thy kind Deſcent invite, 

Thou hear'ſt the gentle Whiſpers with Delight; 
K 


I 22 
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While Nature tir d, her midnight Sabbath keeps, 
And ev'ry Thought, but pure Devotion, ſleeps : 
The ſmiling Stars roll on, the dazling Moon, 

In Pomp advances to her filent Noon; 

While thy ſiveet Voice, ſe ft as the midnight Ar, 
Dijſpels the Gloom of ev'ry earthly Care, 
Unfolding boundleſs Profpes of Delight, 

Before the piercing, intellectual Sight. 


Beneath the ſacred Mount, by thee inſpir d, 
The Hebrews glorious Leader, ſat reti“ d; 
The new-made World, and F.den's blooming Pride, 
In various Scenes before him lay deſcry'd. 


Oh princely Swain, how didſt thou then deſpiſe 
Egyptian Court / how worthleſs in thy Eyes. 
What were the Grandeurs of a Royal Fate, 


Jo the Diſtiuctious of thy preſent State 


While Paradiſe, in all its charming Views, 
For Thee, the great creating Voice renews ; 
For Thee, again the Morning Stars rejoice, 


' Again for Thee, they raiſe the tuneful Voice; 


The Sons of God, touch the melodious Lyre, 
And all the wide Creation join the Choir. 


2ad me, propitious Spirit, lead me far, 
Where I no more, the Voice of Man may hear : 
You charming Vi Viſions, how you fire my Soul, 
And ev'ry Thought of earthly Things contvoul / 


| Thro' what enchanting Paths, what flow'ry Ways 


Ay Fancy led, with boundleſs Freedom, flrays ! 
Reval d 
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Reveal d, the Avenues of Pleaſure lie, 
Aud open wide the cryſtal Portals fly ; 
Immortal Beauty ſmiles, angelick Pow'rs, 


In ſoft Reſponſes, ſing from roſy Bou rs. 


You will not blame me, being got here, if T 
have no Inclination to deſcend : But Mortality 
will prevail; I ſink to my native Element again; 
where as long as I am confined, believe me 
to be 


Your Lordſbip's 
Moſt obliged, humble Servant, 


LYSANDER. 
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The Sequel of the Story of Ros ET. A, in the laſt 
Letter of the Firſt Part of Letters Moral and 


Entertaining. 


ES H EN I was in the Welt four Years 
. w ſince, I wrote you Word, that I 
| 1 had made an Acquaintance in 4 


— tirement at the Foot of a Hill, 

few Miles from my Houſe. I then gave you an 
Account of the Picty and Beauty of thoſe exem- 
plary Recluſes, and owncd that 1 had not at that 
time forgot the Charms of Mzlifſa; but I did 
not tell you, that they had made an Impreſſion on 
me, which could never be eraſed by all the mo- 
dith Schemes of Intercit and Allianccs, nor could 
that darling (but miſtaken) Notion of Liberty, 
hold me out againſt the Deſire I had to call her 
mine, and make her ſo by the ſtrongeſt and hap- 
pieſt Ties, thoſe of Marriage: I ſtruggled with 
my own Heart, and would 8 have terrificd it, 


by the Laugh I ſhould raiſe mong my Acquain- 
tance, when they heard that I, in the gayeſt 
Bloom of Life, and with F our thouſand Pounds 
a Year 
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a Year at my Command, ſhould leave all the fas 
ſhionable Maxims of Mankind, and fall in love 
with a young Woman, who had only Beauty, and 
the Sanctity of her Manners to recommend her: 
For though her Birth is Noble, ſhe has only 
Three thouſand Pounds; which I deſign to pre- 
ſent to Honoria her Mother, the Day after our 
Marriage, which will be ſolemnized as ſoon as 
my Lawyer can finiſh a Deed; by which I give 
Meliſſa a Thouſand Pounds a Year Rent-Charge 

for her Life, in caſe ſhe ſhould ſurvive me. 
Now I have told you my Happineſs, I can- 
not help making you acquainted with Roſella's, 
whoſe Story you often ſaid touched you. I went 
to the Houſe of Honoria the Day aftcr I came 
hither (for now it was my only Buſineſs) as ſoon 
as I alighted, a clean Footman, in a Frock turned 
up with Green, took my Horſc: I expected 
from this to find an Alteration in the Family 
(for hen I was there firſt, they had no Livery- 
Servant) as ſoon as I came into the Hall, I ſaw a 
beautitul young Man, whoſe Dreſs was entirely 
plain; his Hair hung in natural Curls without 
any Powder, and his Air and Appearance ſeem- 
ed to ſuit with the Simplicity and Elegance of 
the other Inhabitants of that happy Dwelling. 
Ro/ella was ſitting by a Table, and had a Boy of 
about fourteen Months old in her Lap, roſy and 
ſmiling as a Cherubim, who was playing with 
ſome Flowers with which Meliſſa was going to 
dreſs a Baſon : Roſella immediately roſe, and 
coming towards me, deſired I would give her 
Leave 
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Leave to preſent her Husband Alouso to me: I 
Vas rejoiced at the Sound, and congratulated 
her upon the Change of her Fortune, in a man- 
ner that might convince her how ſincerely I ſha- 
red in all that related to her. The lovely Meliſſa 
ſcemed glad to ſee me, and ran to call Honoria 
with an obliging Haſte. After a few Compli- 
ments were over, I enquired what had produced 
the Alteration I ſaw : Hoxoria told me, that about 
two Years and a half ago, Alouæo's Father tcl 
dangerouſly ill, and that he expreſſed an ardent 
Deſire to ſee his Son; upon which his Wife wrote 
to a Nephew ſhe had in London (who was the 
moſt intimate Friend Alonzo had upon Earth) 
in hopes that he might poſſibly be acquainted 
with the Place of his Retreat; and begg'd of 
him, if he knew how to direct a Letter, that he 
would write, and deſire him to come and ſee his 
dying Father. The Nephew immediately dif- 
patched an Expreſs to Alonzo, who was retired 
into a little Village in Lancaſhire, where he. 
boarded in the Houſe of an old Clergyman, who 
had no other Family than himſelf and his Wife, 
and who were glad to have Alonzo with them, as 
he appeared a modeſt, ſober young Man, for 
their Circumſtances were too plentiful to want 
the Advantage of a Boarder. He immediately 
left the old Pcople, and came home about four 
Days before the Death of his Father; who was 
tranſported at the Sight of him; nor did he feel 
leſs Joy, when his Mother aſſured him that Mon- 


tanor (tor that was his Father's Name) had, tor 
| many 
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many Months beſore his Illneſs, lived a very pe- 
nitent, regular Liſe. 

As ſoon as I heard of Aonzo's Return, I 
wrote him a Letter, in which I deſired to ſec him 
as ſoon as Montanor's Funeral was over, but for- 
bad him to come till that time : He complied with 
me in that Requeſt, as he has ever ſince done, in 
all that I deſired of him. About fix Weeks after 
Roſella and he were married, I begged him to 
let me enjoy the Company of my Daughter while 
T lived in this ſolitary Habitation ; tor I could 
not think of leaving it; and we have paſſed our 
Time ever ſince in the moſt perfect Harmony. 
I cannot deny him the Juſtice of acknowledging 
to his Face, that we are not only happier in our 
Retirement than we were betore, by the Addis 
tion of a chearful Companion, but edified and 
improved by the Picty of his Lite, Alonzo ſeem- 
ed out of Countenance at this Part of her Diſ- 
courſe ; and the Modeſty with which he received 
it, ſnewed how much he deſerved the Praiſe the 
gave him, She continued to tell me, that about 
four Months after he married Rœſellu, he received 
a Letter from the Lawyer in the Village where 
he had boarded, to let him know, that a few 
Weeks ago the Clergyman with whom he had 
lived, had buried his Wife, and about a Fort- 
night after fell himſelf ill of the ſame Fever, and 
died; that he had by his Will left Alonzo his 
Eitate, which was about an Hundred and cighty 
Pounds a Year; and Two thouſand Pounds in 


Money; which, added to about Two hundred 
| and 
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ſiſty Pounds a Ycar, and ſome Money, which his 
Father left him, makes their Fortune very caſy. 
HN Honoria ended her Diſcourſe, and it 
was ſo late that they deſired me to ſtay Dinner; 
aſter which I asked to ſpeak with her alone, and 
told her, I begged I might have Leave to pro- 
poſe my ſelf to Meliſſa, it her Heart were not 
already engaged. Honoria aſſured me it was not, 
and ſcemed ſurpriſed at a Propoſal ſo much to 
Melifa's Advantage; but told me, the begged J 
would cndcavour to get Melif/a's Conſent without 
her interpoſing her Authority; ſince ſhe could 
not reſolve; even in ſo advantageous a Thing, 
to force her Inclination. When J named it to 
the young Beauty, ſhe did not at firſt ſeem averſe 
to any thing but the leaving of her Mother, 
which the Smallneſs of her Houſe would oblige 
her to: But after a few Days, the Nearneſs of my 
Houſe, reconciled her to that Scruple ; and I had 
the Joy to find, that Inclination had a greater 
Share than Intereſt in her Compliance. Rejoice 
with me, Lyſander; my Happineſs in your Al- 
lance will not end at my Death; the Converſa- 
tion I ſhall now enjoy will fit me for eternal Re- 
wards. I will make no Apology to you for the 
Sallics of my Pleaſure, which will let me talk to 
you of nothing but my own Affairs. Adieu. 


L E T. 
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Ja Go 


LET TEA: 


To SERENA, 


My deat SERENA, 

! have always made you the 

_- Confident of whatever has related 
to me, I cannot help giving you 
an Account of the Pleaſure and 
== : Pain occaſioned by an Acquain- 
tance I have made with a young Woman lince 1 
came hither : She was only Daughter to a Man 
who had been formerly an Officer in the Eugliſb 
Army ; but quitted it in Diſcontent, and came 
hither with Semanthe his Daughter, to treat with 
ſome People about a Project of working in ſome 
Mines, which are believed to have many large 
Veins of Silver in them. 

Semanthe came to ſee me upon my Arrival; I 
found ſo much Wit and good Nature in her Con- 
verſation, that we contracted a great Intimacy, 
and were continually together: She had every 
(Qualification that could make her Company en- 
tertaining ; ſhe ſung, played on the Harplicord, 
painted in Water-Colours, and had a ſurprizing 
Genius for Poetry; her Sentiments on all Sub. 

jects 
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jects ſeemed juſt and noble: I thought my ſelf 
the happicft Perſon in the World, in finding a 
Companion ſo inſtructive and agrecable. | 

SHE told me the Story of her paſt Life; which 
deſcribed in her charming Language, till raiſed 
my Eſtcem; in every Occurrence I had the 
Pleaſure to find ſhe practiſed the higheſt Rules 
of jaſtice and Benevolence, and though now in 
the carly Part of her Liſe, ſhe was guided by the 
niceſt Rules of Virtue : By a Paſſion ſhe had for 
a Perſon by whom ſhe was equally beloved, I was 
confirmed of the Prudence of her Conduct; I 
found that no Partiality or Tenderneſs could 
tempt her, to deviate from the ſevereſt Principles 
of Modeſty and Honour, 

I was not at reſt till I had poured out all the 
Secrets of my Heart to her; which I did with- 
out the leaſt Reſerve; and truſted her with a Se- 
cret of the greateſt Importance, to my future 
Tranquillity—but what is human Dependence— 
I found the inmoſt Secrets of my Soul betrayed, 
by the Perſon in whom J had ſo intirely confided. 
I knew not how to behave my ſelf in this Per- 
plexity -I had too much Compaſſion for my fal- 
len Friend to give her the Pain, and Confuſion, 
of hearing my Reproaches; and too much Sin- 
cerity, to continue my Intimacy with her: But 
for my own Security, I was forced to break oft 
all further Commerce, with one, of whoſe Guilt 


I | had the utmoſt Certainty. 


T urs is a very ſenſible Affliction to me, in a 


Place where I have fo few Acquaintance ; and am 
not 
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not in a Temper, to contract any ne Friend- 
ſhip. I could as ſoon have queſtioned my own 
Exiſtence, as Semanthe's Truth: and now, tho 
I cannot acquit her, I am perpetually endeavour- 
ing to mitigate her Crime: I tell my Heart, her 
Error did not proceed from any Malignity in her 
Nature, but a too great Confidence in ſome other 
Friend ; that ſhe as well as I has been deccived, 
and only told my Secrets where ſhe thought 
ſhe might ſafely have truſted her own : I am rea- 
dy to melt into Tears whenever I think of her, 
and find more Compaſſion than Anger, on re- 
flecting on her Conduct; though I no longer 
converſe with her, 'tis more to make her ſenſible 
of her Guilt, in betraying a Truſt of Importance, 
than to ſhew my own Reſentment ; I ſhall be for 
ever intereſted in her Welfare: and if my Prayers 
have any Force, ſhe will live, to wear off every 
Failing, that can caſt a Blemiſh on a Mind, ca- 
pable of arriving at as great a Degree of Perfec- 
tion, as human Nature is capable of. 

I nave wrote my ſelf into too melancholy a 
Humour, to ſay any more, but that I am 


Tours, 


ISABELLA. 
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From MELI1NDA, giving an Account of her 
Concealment. 


My dear ORKIANA, | 
1 Top you beſore I leſt my Brother's 
75 Houſe, that you ſhould hear from me 


as ſoon as I was ſettled ; and that I 
would inform you of the Reaſon of 


my Flight: You have too much Candour and 


Charity to judge harſhly of my Proccedings ; 
which could you ſee my Heart, you would ra- 


ther pity, than condemn me for. 


| You have often, within theſe two laſt Years, 
obſerved an Alteration in my Temper, and Per- 
ſon: I am no more the ſprightly florid Creature, 
that you uſed to call the Emblem of Health, and 
Chearfulneſs; you ſaw the Change, but did not 
gueſs the Cauſe was a Secret, hopeleſs Paſſion. 

J was at a Play, in the Pit: I faw one of the 
moſt agrecable Perſons in the World: His Dreſs, 
his Behaviour, cvery thing was graceful and ca- 
ſy : The Tragedy of Cato was acted; he was at- 
tentive, and ſeemed to enter into cycry noble 

Senti- 
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Sentiment, where either the Hero, or Lover was 
deſcribed : His Aſpect wore the viſible Charac- 
ters of Fortitude, and Virtue : He ſtood up be- 
tween the Acts, and turned towards the Box 
where I ſatc; and when I went out, he made 
way for me through the Crowd : But I never 
aftcr ſaw him in any publick Place; nor knew 
who, nor what he was: But the charming Youth 
had made an Impreſſion on my Thoughts, which 
had ſoon a very happy Effect: I grew weary of 
the noily tumultuous way of living in my Bro- 
ther's Houſe ; and refuſed ſharing in the conſtant 
Round of Diverſions that my Siſter loved: nor 
could there be any thing more diſſolute and ex- 
travagant, than the Manners of this Family : Af- 
ſemblies, Balls, Gaming — all Sorts of Riots and 
Licentiouſneſs: I never indeed approved theſe 
Entertainments, and was always uncaſy, without 
knowing how to make my ſelf otherwiſe. 

Tur Paths to Happineſs, that Religion pro- 


poſed, I was as ignorant of, as the ſavage Ame- 


ricans, in their native Groves. Dumain, who 
marricd my Siſter, was a profeſſed Libertine ; 
My Parents left me very young to their Care; 
my Siſter being many Years older than I am: 
And if my Godfathers, and Godmothers, inſtead 
of renouncing the Pomps, and Vanities of the 
World, for me in my Baptiſm, had ſolemnly 
vowed, I ſhould be bred in the midſt of thoſe 
Snares, and ſeducing Temptations, they could 
not more effectually have diſcharged their Truſt, 
than by placing me in this Family; whoſe un- 

days 
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day's Amuſement was Cards: For we never went 
to Church, unleſs in a Frolick to ſpend an idle 
Hour, in Whiſpering, or Laughing. 

However, my Guardian Angel did not quit 
his Charge ; but by the Impreſſion of a virtuous 


Love, fortity'd my Soul from every looſe Inclina- 


tion: I fled Diverſions, grew fond of Retire- 
ment ; this ſoon gave me a Habit of Thinking : 


And if I had Schemes of Happineſs, they were 


all in ſome future Lite beyond the Grave; but 
my Notions were clouded and imperfect: Indeed 
I believed there was a God, and the Reproaches 


of my own Reaſon taught nic to fear him; but I 


had never look'd in the Bible, ſince I learn'd to 
read, and was as ignorant of Chriſtianity, as a 
young Hottentot bred in a Cave, 

My penſive Temper now deteſted Vanity, in 
every Appearance; Plays and N no more 
diverted me: But wanting ſomething t» road, [ 
ſaw a Bible in the Room, where my vill-r's VV 0. 
man lay, and opening it, my Attention was im- 
mediately engaged. The Hiſtory was new to 
me: I carried it into my Chamber; but how was 


I ſurpriſed, to find the Life and Precepts of the 


great Founder of the Chriſtian Faith, ſo different 
from the Manners and Principles of thoſe who 
aſſumed that ſacred Profeſſion: I found myſelf in 
the flow'ry Paths of Ruin, nor knew how to ex- 
tricate myſelf from the fatal Snare : This was 


the ſecret Language of my Soul, to that inviſible 


Power which knew its Sincerity: 


Thot 
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Thou Ruler of the Sky, Almighty Name, 

Whoſe piercing Eye diſcerns my riſing Thoughts, 
E'er they are form'd within my anxious Breaſt ; 
Thou ſeeft my Soul flruggling to break the Bands, 
Which thus detain her Captive to the Earth : 
T hou ſeeſt how vainly ſhe would ſoar on high, 
Paſſion and Pleaſure clogg her downy Wing, 
Prevent her Flight, and fink her tothe Duſt : 
There low ſhe lies, and trembling begs thy Aid, 
Conſcious how impotent ſhe is without T hee. 


M y Siſter ſoon perceived the Alteration of my 
Temper, and uſed her Art to engage me in ſome 
criminal Diverſion; but in vain, I was ſick, and 
tired of theſe Extravagancies. But what could 
I do, my Fortune was loſt in the South-Sea? I 
was dependant on Dumain's and my Siſter's Cha- 
rity; and to heighten my Diſtreſs, I was impor- 
tuned by my Lord (who was lately mar- 
ried) to yield to his criminal Paſſion. At this 
Propoſal I ſtarted with Horror, but could not 
ſhun his Addreſs without quitting this diſorderly 
Family; which I reſolved to do, and caſt myſelf 
on the Protection of Heaven. 

I left my Brother's Houſe juſt after Dinner, 
and went in a Hackney Coach, to a Woman in 
the City that had been my Nurſe : I engaged her 
to Secrecy, and got her to enquire for a Place in 
ſome Merchant's Family; ſhe toon ſucceeded, 
and introduced me to the Wife of an Eaft-India 
Merchant, who lived in great Splendor. My 

Buſineſs 
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Buſineſs was to wait on her in the Station of a 
Chamber-Maid : She was very handſome, modeſt 
and unaffected: The Orders of the Family were 
ſo regular and peaceful, ſo perſectly the Reverſc 
of my Brother's, that I thought myiclt in another 
World, and among a new Set of Beings : Tem- 
perance and Sobriety, reign'd amidit the Height 
of Plenty and Liberality. The Rooms were 
noble, and furniſhed with all the Riches of the 
Jadian World, and look'd like the Palace of ſome 
Eaſtern Monarch. 

I found my ſelf perfectly at Eaſe, dreſſing my 
Miſtreſs was all I had to do ; which was a very 
agreeable Employment, and ſoon diſpatch'd : 
She had ſomething ſo genteel in her Manner, that 
cvery thing look'd grace ful and becoming on her, 
and coſt but little Trouble to make it ſet well: 
Her Converſation was innocent and inſtructive ; 
her Hours ſpent in Reading, or ſome little Amuſe- 
ment with her Needle, without the leaſt Inclina- 
tion to rambling aſter Balls or Mafqueradcs. 

I ſpent two or three Weeks in this regular 
Manner, my Miſtreſs treating me almoſt on a 
Level: I had not yet ſeen my Maſter, who now 
rcturn'd from his Country Houſe ; but my dear 
Oriana, think what was my Affliction, when I 
diſcover'd that he was the ſame lovely Youth I 
had ſeen at the Play. As ſoon as he ſaw me, he 
turn'd as red as Crimſon, and I as pale as Aſhes : 
He palſs'd by me, and went immediately into my 
Miſtreſs's Room: It was almoſt two Years face 


I had ſcen him, and I had ſome Hopes I was ſor- 
got 
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got : However, I reſolved to quit the Family, 
if I found he knew me ; or that my Friendſhip 
for his Wife, did not extinguiſh my Paſſion =— 
On my Maſter's Part I ſoon found Reaſon to be 
caly ; I hardly cver ſaw him; he was either at 
the Exchange, or when at Home, engaged in a 
Series of beneficent Actions. His Wealth was 
immenſe, which he diſperſed with an unequall'd 
Generoſity: He aſſiſted honeſt Traders, that had 
but a ſmall Stock, paid the Debts of Priſoners, 
relieved the Widow, and redreſs'd the Injured 
and Oppreſſed : This was every Day's Buſineſs, 
which yet never intrench'd on his Hours of De- 
votion, in Private or Publick. 

I now grew caſy ; a Man of this Character was 
not like to indulge a guilty Flame in his own 
Breaſt, or to flatter it in mine: Beſides, his Ab- 
ſence would ſoon relieve me, for he intended to 
go to the Indies, with the Fleet which was to ſet 
Sail within a Month. 

Tur Time was now expired; the Day before 
he went his Voyage, after he had been an Hour 
with my Miftrcſs, in ſome private Converſation, 
he left her, and came directly into my Room, 
with ſuch an Air of Benignity in his Face, as 
ſome heavenly Miniſter would wear, who brought 
a Meſſage of Peace. 

H begun; “ You will be ſurprized, Madam, 
to find I know your Family, and the Reaſon 
« you have put*yourſelf into the Protection of 
« mine: The firſt Sight I had of you at the 
« Play, made an Impreſſion, which was never 


M « effaccd, 
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« effaced, till I gave my Vows to the beſt of 
« Wives; 'tis with ſome Confuſion I own the 
„Wrong I did your Virtue, when I tell you 
« nothing ſhould have prevented my Purſuit of 
© the Paſſion you firſt raiſed, but the Scandal of 
« the Houſe you was in; which was ſo extrava- 
« gant, that it forbid me ever thinking of you 
& but I now do you entire Juſtice, . and admire | 
« that Triumph of Honour, that put youin a | 
« Station ſo low, to ſecure your ſelf from the 
« Temptation of returning to your Brother: I 
& have left you ten Thouſand Pounds in Bank 
« Bills, and have told your Caſe (as I had it 
« from the Woman that nurs'd you) to my 
« Wite, who has all the Virtues that ever 
« adorned the Sex: She yiclded to this Propofal 
c with Tranſport; and waits while I am gone 
to deliver the Bills.“ He. ſaid this, and left 
me without Lime or Language, to ſpeak my 
Gratitude, 5 
Mx Miſtreſs immediately came into the Cham- 
ber, with Goodneſs ſhining in her Eyes, and 
gave me the Bank Bills, with a Grace, which 
only Virtue can ſtamp on human Actions: She 
prevented my Thanks, by making an Apology for 
ber Ignorance of my Quality, aſſuring me, the 
Houle was entirely at my Command: And the 
Hopes of my ſtaying with her, was the greatcſt 
Satisfaction ſhe propoſcd in her dear Henry's Ab- 
ſence. — I could not poſſibly diſcover my Senſe 
of this ſurpriſing Benefit, by all the Force of 
Language - my Silence, and the Tenderneſs in- 
to 
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to which ſhe ſaw my Soul was melted, was the 
only Evidence of Gratitude I could now give. 

In the Morning, when every thing was ready 
for the parting of the Eaſt- India Fleet, my ge- 
nerous Bene factor, came into his Wite's Chamber, 
to take his laſt Adicu: I was with her, endea- 
vouring to give that Conſolation my ſelf wanted: 
Her Grict drew ſome reluctant Tears from him, 
while he endeavour'd to conceal the inward An- 
guiſh ; the Hero and the Lover appcar'd in his 
Behaviour. And when, to excuſe the Intempe- 
rance of her Sorrow, his Wite urged the Dan- 
gers of the Scas, and the Rage of barbarous Na- 
tions on the Shore; I ſhall never forget with 
what an Air of Greatneſs he replied — Je Crains 
Deiu.je u ai point d autre Crainte. — — Thus un- 
daunted would the Godlike Man have appeared, 
had he ſcen the Stars falling from their Orbs, and 
heard the Sound of the laſt Thunders. — When 
he had, with an apparent Regret, freed himſelt 
from the Embraces of his Wife — with a Look 
of Compaſſion, like that of ſome pitying Angel, 
he bid me farcwel — His Domeſticks were loſt 
in Grief — The Paſſige from his Houſe was 
crouded with his grateful Dependants, whoſe 
Wrongs or Neccſlitics had been redreſs'd by him: 
A thouſand ardent Prayers for his Proſperity 
reached the Skies, and gained the divine Aſſent; 
while he haſted through the admiring Throng, 
diſtreſſed with the popular Applauſe. 

How poor a Figure is that of a Libertine, in 
his moſt glittering Heights of Vanity, compared 
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to this great Man, who has ſo early begun his 
Race of Glory — and is in the very Bloom of 
Youth mature in every Virtue! Inſtcad of paſ- 
ling his Hours in a Train of idle Amuſements, 
the gay Part of his Life is devoted to Heaven, 
and the Publick Welfare, = You know where to 


ſind 


Your humble Servant, 


MELTNDA, 
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Den to that exalted Notion of Virtue, 

pour Example gave me, tis one ot 

A the greateſt Satisfactions J have, to 

38 expreſs the Senſe of that immenſe 

Obligation, by unfolding the moſt ſeeret Receſſes 
of my Soul to you. 

I cannot but communicate my Content, while 
every View my Thoughts take, heightens my 
Happineſs : I look back on the ſtormy Ocean, 
the Tumult and Perplexity of my Lite paſt, and 
bleſs the gracious Power, that ſaved me on the 
very Edge of Perdition ; when I look forward, 
my Expectations are all bright and unbounded. 

I bid my Soul take its Eaſe — baniſh every 
Care — and act without Reſtrain, the glorious 
Prodigal — I ſurvey my vaſt Poſſeſſion, loſe my 
Wiſhes in endleſs Plenty, and give up all my 
Powers to Indolence and Joy — I look to the 
Stars, count the heavenly Glories, and call the 
Treaſures of Eternity my own, 


LEV. 
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LeT Chaos come again; be the gay Creation 
loſt in Darkneſs, and the fair Face of Nature be- 
come an univerſal Blank : Let her Beautics fade, 
and thoſe divine Characters ſhe wears be effaced ; 
I ſhall yet be happy, when the Groves ſhall no 
more renew their Verdure; nor the Valleys boaſt 
their low'ry Pride — when the Sun is extinguiſh'd 
in the Skies ; and all the Etherial Lamps have 
burnt out their golden Flames — when the com- 
miſſioned Angel ſhall liſt his Hand on high; and 
ſwear by the unutterable Name — That Time 
ſhall be no more — when theſe tranſitory Images 
of Things for ever take their Flight; I ſhall 
explore the Worlds of Life and Pleaſure; and 
triumph in the Plenitude of Bliſs. 

Tue ſhall the Celeſtial Arcana be unveil'd ; 
and the Heaven of Heavens diſcloſe their Glorics; 
the ineffable Divinity ſhall ſhow the milder Beau- 
tics of his Face, and manifeſt as much of his Ex- 
cellence, as created Intellects can ſupport: But 
what Angels Wing has meaſured the Height of 
his Throne? Who has entered thoſe ſacred Re- 


ceſſes, where He dwells in Himſelf, poſſeſſed of 


unbounded Bliſs? Has the Ocean of Joy been 


fathomed; or the Limits of independent Felici- 


ty deſcribed? Who has found Acceſs to the in- 


moſt Habitations of the moſt High, and gazed 


on eſſential Glory, before whoſe fainter Emana- 
tions, the Angelick Splendors are eclipſed, the 
Thrones and Principalitics of Light diſappear ? 
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Mat Path is found to thoſe ſublime Retreats, 
Where Pleaſure banquets in its Regal Seats f 

N here Beauty triumphs in her native Bower, 
Uncopy'd yet by the creating Power, 

Ten thouſand various Forms, divinely Fair, 
Sparkle in their ſupream Ideas there ; 

While Wiſdom, with ſuperior Order ſhines, 

In boundleſs Schemes, and infinite Deſigns ; 
Wondrous the Proſpect, clear, and unconſiu d, 
But open only to th Eternal Mind. 


What tow'ring Intellect, with daring Flight 
Has made Excurſion thro' theſe Realms of Light ; 
The left Receſſes, where th' Approachleſs God 
From all Duration, made his high Abode . 


Wheoe'er has mark'd, with bold enquiring Eyes, 
From whence the ſecret Springs of Life ariſe ? 
Flow from their deep exhauſtleſs Source they flow, 
To adluate Heav'n, and chear the World below ? 


Theſe dazling Habitations who has ſound, 
Where Love, in all his heavenly Charms fits crown'd? 
Great Love, the Almighty Father's firſt Delight, 
His Image, and the Darling of bis Sight : 

The full Reſemblance of the Deity, 

Who all his glorious Image ſtamp d on Thee : 

"Twas Thou, who didft his boundleſs Thoughts 
| { employ, 

His fole Complacence, his peculiar Joy, 

From Ages unbegun——but who can tell 

Thy Generatlon, and thy Birth reveal © 


What 
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What Thought can meaſure back the long Extent 
Of nameleſs Times, and ſpeak thy great Deſcent ? 


Before the Hills appear'd, or Fountains flow'd, 
Or golden Flames in the blue Ether glow'd ;; 
Before the vaſt Creation had a Name, | 
Thou waſt in Bliſs and Dignity the ſame 
By Thee the Sun, by Thee the Stars were made, 
The ſpacious Skies, at thy Command were ſpread : 
The Heav'n of Heav'us, the Empyrean Coafts, 
Were form'd by Thee, with all their num'rous Hoſts ; 
Angels, Archangels, Thrones, Dominions, Pow'rs, 
Who fing thy Conqreſfts, in th immortal Bow'rs, 
Tor Thus doft ev'ry Heav'nly Breaſt enflame, 
And loud Victoria's anſwer to thy Name. 
Ther Beings, and their Bliſs, they owe to Thee, 
Thon equal Off ering of the Deity ; 
His perfett Image thou dijt ji 'y prove; 
For all the bright Diviuity is U 


Yov find, in whatever Charactcr | c 
ther the Saint or the Libertine ; Love is che ani- 
mating Motive, the leading Principle ; but how 
ſuperior are my Proſpects? How glorious the 
Hopes that now fire my Soul, to the trifling Ends 
I had lately in View ? my Defires terminate in 
nothing below infinite Excellence, and unbound- 
ed Felicity. 

| Aidien. 
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The STO RT of Olinda and Sophronia : 
Tran/lated from T ass 0's Jeruſalem, Bok 2. 


8 5 HE K1ns was now with Martial Cares 
25 oppreſs'd, 
When curſt Iſmenes thus his Lord ad- 
'dreſs'd. 
1 are your Fate, great Sir, I left my Cell, 
And bring you all th' aſſiſting Force of Hell: 
Th' infernal Spirits, ſubje& ro my Will, 
With eager Speed my ſtrict Commands fulfill ; 
By them inform'd, this Method I propoſe, 
To guard the Fortreſs, and inſult your Foes. 
Beneath a Temple, which the Chriſtians own, 
Deſcends a Vault, to all, but them, unknown : 
Within the awful conſecrated Ground, 
An Image of the Virgin Mother's found ; 
Perpetual Lamps before the wond'rous Maid 
Are lighted up, and fragrant Incenſe laid. 
This Statue, Sir, by your own Hands convey'd 
From thence, muſt be in Macon's Temple laid; 
Secur'd by Spells, while that does ſafe remain, 
Godfrey ſhall ſtorm the fated Town in vain. 
This ſaid, th' impatient King directs his Pace, 
With impious Fury, to the holy Place : 
Nor to prophane the ſacred Pavement fears, 
But madly thence the beauteous Image beats; 
Then in his God's polluted Seat 'twas laid, 


While o'cr it every Charm the Wizzard ſaid. 
N But 
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But when in Heaven the next gay Morning ſhone, 
Is Guardian finds the ſacred Treaſure gone, 
Searches in vain ; then, with a thouſand Fears, 
Diſtracted to the Court the Tidings bears. 

The Prince his Chriſtian Subjects firſt ſuſpects, 
And all bis fla ming Rage at them dire&s: 
But whether human Hands the Work had done, 
Or Power divine, to Men was yet unknown. 
The curſt Inchanter mutters o'er his Spells, 
Yet nothing by the Helliſh Art reveals ; 

Each Houſe was ranſack'd to its laſt Retreat, 
But no Succeſs th' enraged Enquirers met. 

Tis then reſolved, (the raving Monarch cries) 
I'll doom them all one general Sacrifice, 

The Guiltleſs with th' unknown Offender falls ; 
A Fatt like this for fpeedy Vengeance calls. 

This cruel Sentence reach'd the Chriſtian's Ears, 

Their ſudden Fate unuſual Horror wears; 

No dawning Hope of Safety was in Sight, 

No Method of Defence, or ſecret Flight ; 

Nor dare they Mercy from the Tyrant crave, 
Their laſt and deſperate Refuge was the Grave : 
But Heav'n, which ne'er abandons the Diſtreſs'd, 
Provides them Succour, where they hop'd it leaſt. 

A beauteous Virgin liv'd, but liv'd unknown, 

Amidſt the Concourſe of the noiſy Town ; 

A lively Bloom adorn'd her charming Face, 

An artleſs Softneſs and perſwafive Grace : 

To this Advantage favouring Heaven had join'd 
The richer Bleſſing of a noble Mind; 

With pious Thoughts, and ſacred Zeal inſpir'd, 
From all the World ſhe would have liv'd retir'd, 
Bur envious Love the chaſt Deſign forbid, 

Nor ſuffer'd ſo much Merit to be hid: 

A youthful Votary, to her guiltleſs Eyes, 

His fatal Pow'r had doom'd a Sacrifice ; 


| 
| 


| 
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One Creed, one holy Faith they both confeſs'd, 

In one pure Form were both their Pray'rs addreſs'd ; 
The Youth as modeſt as his Miſtreſs fair, 

With awful Silence ſtill conceal'd his Care ; 

And till the lovely Author of his Pains, 

A Stranger to his am'rous Grief remains ; 

His Cares and Services were all unpaid, 

Nor once regarded by the wary Maid. 

The Chriſtian's Danger now had reach'd her Ears, 

And fill'd her with a thouſand growing Fears : 

At laſt ſome generous Stratagem ſhe ſought, 

How by her own, their Safety might be bought : 
But Shame, and Female Fear, th' Attempt reſtrain, 
And render all her great Intentions vain ; 

Till bolder Hope her firſt Defign renews, 

Which bravely now the ſteadfaſt Maid purſues. * 
She paſs'd the crouded Streets with ſober Pace, 
Nor ſtrove to veil, nor yet expoſe her Face; 
Downward her Eyes with modeſt Looks incline, 
And with a nice engaging Coyneſs ſhine ; 

Her charming Air, her eaſy Mien, and Dreſs, 

Nor Art, nor perfect Negligence confeſs : 

Admir'd of all, the thoughtful Beauty paſs' d, 

And met the wild diſorder'd King at laſt : 
* Great Sir, (ſhe then began) the Chriſtians ſpare, 
** And I th' unknown Offender will declare.“ 

A decent Boldneſs lighten'd in her Eyes, 

Whole piercing Luſtre, every Heart ſurprize ; 
The vanquiſh'd Monarch ſtood confus'd and charm d, 
His Viſage alter'd, and his Rage diſarm'd ; 
Ev'n Love had enter'd, but th' imperious Fair 
Attack'd his Soul by Methods too ſevere : 

Not Frowns, nor coy forbidding Beauty move, 

But gentle Smiles indulge the Flame of Love: 

Yet, if not Love, Amazement and Delight, 


Her Charms within his doubtful Breaſt excite ; 
N 2 He 
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He paus'd, and thus — Let me the Secret ſhare, 
* The People's Lives, at thy Requeſt, I'll ſpare. 
From firſt to laſt, (ſhe cries) the bold Deſign, 
The great Attempt, and daring Action's mine. 
And thus, by an heroical Deceit, 
Her Life abandon'd for the publick Fate, 
Again enquir'd the yet ſuſpended King ; 
Who was thy curs'd Adviſer in the Thing? 
Th' undaunted Maid replies, The whole Deſign, 
_ 4. Contriv'd, reſolv'd, and executed's, mine: 
„Ihe Danger, the Fatigue, was mine alone, 
The Guilt and Glory ſhall be all my own. 
Enraged, the Tyrant then replies, —“ And all 
* My Vengeance on thy wretched Head ſhall fall. 
Ti juſt (ſhe calmly ſaid) and I'm content, 
„ Th'illuftrious Action mine, mine be the Puniſhment, 
* Bur, Sir, your anxious Searches are in vain, ö 


„ The violated Image to regain, 

For nothing but its Aſhes now remain. 
This way ſecur'd, that by no Pagan Hand | 
* The holy Shrine might be again prophan'd ; | 
* Demand no more, my Lord, cnough is known, 5 
The Action I both juſtify and own. | 

Her daring Language, and relentleſs Air, 
No more the wild outragious King could bear, 
No more his ſwelling Fury could reſtrain, 
Her Youth, her powerful Beauty plead in vain ; 
Nor interceding Love his Rigour tames, 
The pity'd Virgin's ſentenc'd to the Flames, 
Whom thence (yet with Compaſſion and Re morſe) 
The murm'ring Pagans in a Tumult force : | 
Her Hands are bound, her modeſt Face unveil'd, 
No more its Charms from vulgar Eyes conceal'd. 
Tho' void of Fear, her doubrful Looks confeſs 
A ſolt Concern, and human Tenderneſs: 


The 
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The roſy Bluſh, that from her Viſage flies, 
Not Paleneſs, bur a ſnowy White ſupplies. 

Mean Time, the wond'rous Accident was known 
From Street to Street, thro” all the ſwarming Town: 
The Perſon doubtful, the Relation true, 

Among the reſt, Olinda thither drew : 

Too ſoon the wretched Youth approach'd, and found 
By impious Hands, his charming Miſtreſs bound; 
Diſtracted now among the Guards he preſs'd, 

And thus aloud th' aſtoniſh'd King addreſs'd. 

« Ah! Royal Sir, yourſelf no more deceive, 
© Nor this fond Maid's invented Tale believe: 
„Could ſhe, alas! the cautious Watch betray, 
„And from its Seat the weighty Shrine convey? 

« Nis Fiction all — the Enterprize was mine, 

« Nor will I thus a glorious Fate reſign. 

(He adds) Your Temple down a ſloping Way ; 

« Receives the Light, and draws the beamy Day 5 

„ Through that | ſtole the ſacred Prize away: 

© My Lord, the ſentenc'd Criminal you ſee, 

„ Theſe Chains, this crue] Death belongs to me. 
And could not then a fingle Life ſuffice, | 

„ Unhappy Youth? (the fair Sophronia cries, 8 

© With kindling Love and Pity in her Eyes) 

„What Rage, what Fury mov'd thee to expoſe 

* Thy ſelf Victim to relentleſs Foes ? - 

What Tears, what mean Reluctance have! ſhown, 

„That you believe I cannot die alone? 

But nothing could her kind Repulles gain, 

Unſhaken ſtill his firſt Defigns remain. 

With ſteadfaſt Courage each deſpiſes Life, 

And long between them held the gen'rous Strife ; 
Virtue, and mighty Love, diſpute the Field, 

And neither in the friendly Conteſt yield. 

The Tyrant raves, nor longer now refrains, 
But both one cruel Puniſhment ordains : 


Com- 
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Commiſſion d, ſoon the charming Louth they bind 
With heavy Chains, and to the Stake confin'd. 
Are theſe (he cries) the Fetters Love prepares ? 
* This the Reward of all my tender Cares? 
With ſofter Thoughts I fed my fond Defires, 
And hop'd to meet thee in more gentle Fires: 
Let, could I falling in thy tender Arms 
«© Expire, my Death had ſtill a Thouſand Charms, 
* Could I reccive thy parting Sighs, and join, 
« At the laſt fatal Gaſp, my Lips with thine ; 
Our Souls united then to Heaven ſhould fly, 
And I content my charming Fair ſhould die. 
© Far other Cares (ſhe mildly ſaid) than theſe, 
* Olinda, ſhould our ſerious Minds poſſeſs ; 
© Lament thy Sins, contemplate the Reward, 
« For Faith, and humble Penitence prepar'd ; 
« The Palm, the Starry Crown, and Martyr's Due, 
* With all the boundleſs Raptures that enſuc ; 
Survey the Sun, ſurvey the dazling Sky, 
* To thoſe bleſt Regions we mult ſhortly fly. 
Of Gods and Men the Pagans murmur'd loud, 
The Chriſtians filent weep among the Croud. 
The King, nor could his Pity be diſguis'd, 
A ſtrange unuſual Tendernels ſurpriz'd ; 
He durſt no more the moving Object view, 
But fix d, and ſcorning to relent, withdrew : 
Fophronia unconcern'd alone appears, 
Nor in the univerſal Sorrow ſhares. 
The mournful Officers had plac'd the while, 
And now were lighting up the ſmoaky Pile ; 
When a young Champion, with a martial Grace, 
And lofty Mien, approach'd the fatal Place. 
A Tygreſs on her plumy Helmet ſhone, 
Which for the fair CLAa1inDA made her known: 
Her Sex's nicer Ornaments ſhe fled, 
In toilſome Arms, to great Atchicvments bred ; 
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Her Hands the Labour of the Loom refuſe, 
Nor in a Cloſet could her Mind amuſe ; 
But o'er the Fields, in ſavage Spoils array'd, 
Or thro' the Woods, with fearleſs Thoughts ſhe ſtray'd ; 
When yet a Child, the fiery Steed ſhe rein'd, 
Challeng'd the Race, or wreſtled on the Sand ; 
Vaſt Deſarts, Hills, and pathleſs Wilds ſhe trac'd, 
When with her Spear the foaming Boar ſhe chac'd. 
From Perſia now the blooming Warrior came, 
To win new Trophies of immortal Fame ; 
In Battles paſt her Sword had oft compell'd 
The ſcatter'd Gauls to quit the bloody Field : 
Majeſtick Charms, which every Heart ſurprize, 
And awful Glories ſparkle in her Eyes. 
Arriving here, prepar'd for Death, ſhe found 
The tender Youth, and lovely Virgin bound : 
The feeble Sex to Heav'n her Eyes addreſs'd, 
And in her Looks a filent Calm expreſs'd 
The other grieves, and melts in pitying Tears, 
Not for his own unhappy Fate, but hers. 
The warlike Nymph for both Compaſſion proves, 
But moſt her Care the filent Sufferer moves: 
She to the People turns, nor loſes Time, 
Demands with haſte, and hears in brief their Crime: 
Intreats the Execution they'd delay, 
And helps herſelf the riſing Flames to ſtay ; 
Then charg'd, - Let none this Office undertake, 
Till from the King I ſend them Orders back. 
Her bold Commands the willing Croud obey, 
She, to the Court directed, ſpeeds away, 


And Audience gain'd, — begins, Great Prince, from 


far 
* Th' unknown Clarinda comes, with you to ſhare 
The Toils and Hazards of the hoſtile Field; 


* A Volunteer to your Commands J yield, 
Whether 
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Whether to meet the Battle on the Plain, 
Or at the Walls the Breaches to maintain. 

The King replies, Who has not heard thy Fame? 
« What diſtant Climes are Strangers to thy Name ? 
% Thy Deeds, illuſtrious Virgin, ſpread thy Praiſe, 
& Where'er the wand'ring Sun reveals his Rays: 
% Aſſiſted thus, we Godfrey's Arms defy, 
« By thee ſecur'd of certain Victory; 
© To thy Command our Forces we reſign, 
The War, and all its glorious Conduct's thine, 

Her modeſt Thanks the graceful Maid expreſs'd, 
And thus again her gen'rous Suit addreſs'd. 

« Unuſual tis, I know, my Lord, and hard, 
« For Service unperform'd to ask Reward ; 
„ But by your Royal Clemency aſſur'd, 
44 I boldly beg, of quick Succeſs ſccur'd : 
« Reverſe, Great Sir, the ſentenc'd Lovers Doom, 
An Act like this your Bounty will become. 
Nothing was cer (the vanquiſh'd King replied) 
« To ſuch a fair Petitioner deny'd 
% Their Lives, heroick Maid, your Purchaſe be, 
Guilty, or Innocent, I ſet them free. | 
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From BELLAMouR, relating the Sequel of his 
Paſſion for ALMEDA, in the Firſt Part of 
Letters Moral and Entertaining. 


ny dear Carlos, 
P AM pleaſed to find; that neither 
the Gaicty of your Humour, nor 
your own ſucceſsful Amours, have 
made you inſenſible to the Misfor- 
tunes of your Friend: Vour Com- 
paſſion is ſome Relief, for I am really paſt Jeſting, 
and Raillery in this Caſe, would have been in- 
human, 
You may remember in my laſt Letter, I had 
ſome Hopes the Diſcovery of my Inclinations for 
Almeda, would prevail with Elvira, to free me 
trom the Engagement I made to my Father to 
marry her; but I was diſappointed, all the Art 
and Eloquenee I employ'd, to paint the Height 
of my Paſſion for her Rival, had juſt the contrary 
Effect: Inſtead of raiſing her Anger, and Re- 
ſentment, it melted her into a Tenderneſs, of 
which I had never thought her capable: Ar laſt 


ſhe told me, though ſhe would not ſuffer hee 
O Tongue, 
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Tongue, ſo far to belye the Sentiments of her 
Heart, as to reſuſc me, yet I might refuſe to 
marry her, it I knew how to diſpenſe with my 
Obligations to a dying Father. 

Tur naming my Father, gave a pious Emo- 
tion to my Soul, and awaken'd all the filial Gra- 
titude, and Veneration due to his Memory: I 
am no Libertine, Virtue and Vice are with me 
real Diſtinctions, I dare not violate my Word to 
the meaneſt of my Dependants; nor even to my 
worſt Enemy. Honour and Conſcience have 
hitherto governed my ſecret Actions: I felt the 
Force of Elvira's Words, and left her without 
making any Reply. 

Bur how am I cmbaraſs'd ? If I had never 
| ſeen the charming Almeda, I muſt have been un- 

happy; Elvira has been, from her Infancy, bred 
up with my Siſters; my Affection for her has | 
been always the ſame as for them; and ſeems the | 
Tie of Nature, not of Choice: In all the little | 
Freedoms of Converſation, I have treated her 
with the ſame Decency, as it ſhe ſtood in that 
Relation. Deſtiny ſeemed to have ſet ſome ſacred 
Bounds between us, that it would have been cri- 
minal to violate : This Sentiment is ſo habitual 
to my T houghts, that I could as ſoon commit 
Inceſt, and break in on all the Sanctity of Na- 
ture's Laws, as fall in Love with Elvira She is 
handſome enough, ſo are my Siſters : I love her 
as I do them, with a very pure and innocent At- 
ſection. Her Charms have never kindled one 
ſoſt Deſirc in my Breaſt, rather a religious Horror 
would 
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would ſeize me in addreſſing her: She is as ſecure 
ſrom my Attempts, as if an Angel ſtood PU 
before me, to guard her Virtue, 

IN this Situation, imagine, if you can, LE 
miſerable I muſt be with this Legacy of a Wiſe: 
She brings a vaſt Fortune you will tell me; but, 
my dear Carlos, could ſhe bring me both the In- 
dies, it could be no Relief to my domeſtick Cha- 
grin : I am no Rake, nor could you propoſe any 
taſhionable Liberty, but what would hcighten 
my Uncaſineſs: Yet I dare not reflect on my 
Father, *twas not Avarice that govern'd him, 
but rather Compaſſion for a young Orphan com- 
mitted to his Care; however I ſuffer, be his 
Memory unblemiſhed, and the ſacred Remains 
undiſturbed by my Complaints. 

Bur the Criſis of my Miſery is yet untold ; 
Almeda is fixed to her crucl Reſolution, of ſec⸗ 
ing me no more; to what Cave, what Deſart, 
what unfrequented Place ſhe is retired, I cannot 
find; but ſhe is certainly cloped from mortal 
Men, and eſcapes all my Enquiries: However, 
ſhe has favoured me with the encloſed Letter, 
ſince her Retreat, which I have ſent to juſtify 
the Height of my Paſſion; by which you'll ſee 
the Beauty of her Mind, is cqual to that of her 


charming Perſon. 
I am, Sir, yours, &c. 
BELLAMOUR., 


O 2 To 


„ 


cc 


To BELL AMOUR, | | 
Had not the leaſt Intention ever to write tv 
you more, or put you in mind, there was 


ſuch a Perſon in the World as Almeda; had 
not your Diſtreſſes reach'd me, and your En- 


deavours to find me out, obliged me to aſſure 


you the Scarch is vain: I am determined ncver 
to ſce you more, and this ſhall be the laſt Læt- 
ter you will ever receive from me; which 1 
write purely for your Conſolation, if an Ac- 
count of my Quict will be any to you. 
« From the Moment you told me my Happi- 
neſs depended on Elvira's refuſing you, I diſ- 
miſs'd every flattering Hope: I was ſenſible 
ſhe knew too well how to diſtinguiſh Merit ; 
and how rarely ſuch HFxcellency as yours is to 
be met with: To reſign you to the Poſſeſſion 
of another, to conquer the warmeſt Wiſhes, 
and find Happineſs in giving Pleaſure to thoſe 
we love, abſtracted from our ſelves, is a Re- 
finement few People are capable of; and what 
I did not expect from Elvira She is conſcious 
of her own ſuperior Charms, and may reaſo- 
nably hope to gain your Heart; whilſt her 
Eſtcem tor you, would not ſuffer her to let you 
diſpoſe of yours to a Perſon, who, in the com- 
man Views of Mankind, is unworthy of you. 
« On! why did Fatc throw you in my Way ? 
Was it only to awaken me from my ſtupid 
leegligence of the World, to a Senſe of Sorrow? 
to thew me a Glimpſe of Happineſs, only 
«K to 
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to make me more ſenſible of my Indigence : 
Had your Part in Lite been to act the Depen- 
dant, and mine the adyanced Station, you had 
been left to me in quict, no Body would have 
diſputed my Right : And I ſhould have found 
more, much more Pleaſure, in rewarding ſuch 
Merit, than I ſhould have done now in ſharing 


your Fortune : But why do I expoſtulate with 


Heaven, who, no doubt, allotted me into this 
Sphere of Lite, as moſt ſuitable for me: It is 


in our own Power to make the Incidents of 


human Lite Good or Evil: Tis our own 
Minds that conſtitute them either: The Re- 
ception they meet with there, and the Turn 
they take, gives them their proper Tincture. 
Let us not diſturb the wiſe Oeconomy, but 
ſubmit to the Methods of Providence: You 
have obey'd your Father in the Diſpoſal of 
your Perſon to Elvira, let her have your Mind 
alſo, tis her Right: I will confeſs it ia. There 
only I could envy her Happineſs, and tis 
there her Delicacy could never endure a Rival: 
Let us not be juſt by halves; may the ſame 
generous Spirit, that carried you through the 
firſt Marks of your Obedience, animate you 
through all the Offices of the moſt cxalted Vir- 
tue: I leave you, that I may be no Obſtacle 
to it, and beg you to conſider whatever Faults 
you commit to Elvira, I am the Occaſion : 
And while I flic from all Commerce with you 
to preſerve my Innocence, you will fruſtrate 
my Endeayours, and make me Guilty. 
« THERE 
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« TRA R is a Pleaſure in our very Sorrows, 
when they flow for a worthy Object; you can 
give me that Pleaſure, and juſtity me to my 
ſelf, and by thoſe very Virtues that tear you 
from me, bind me faſter to you, and give me 
a Vanity in you: Your Happineſs will be mine, 
I will not tell you that I can forget you, it is 
impoſſible. The Roſes muſt forget to bloom, 
the Birds to warble from the Beach ; the gay 
Creation be undrefs'd, and I inſenſible to Per- 
fection, cer your Image can be eraced out of 
my Heart, or it can receive any other Impreſ- 
fion. A Heart that has been your Prize, can- 
not deſcend to a meaner Sacrifice ; no, the Paſ- 
ſion you have inſpired, ſuits the Grandeur of 
your exalted Genius, and muſt have the ſame 
Duration with your Virtuc. I retirc from the 
World, not to avoid, but to enjoy you more 
at Liberty. We are never abſent from thoſe 
we love, every Beauty that Nature can pro- 
duce, brings you to my Thoughts, ſince you 
have pointed out all their various Charms to 
me; taught me how to rcliſh Solitude, and 
directed my Mind to Entertainments above the 
Reach of Fortune. 

« Trar Sentiment of Tendemeſs I have for 
you, has ſome Emanation of Divinity upon 
it; while it naturally leads me to the Con- 
templation of the Supream Excellence; and 
directs my Devotions to the Fountain of Beau- 
ty: Thoſe Hopes and Fears, which alternatc- 


ly clevate, or depreſs the Mind, in all human 
cc Ex- 
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Expectations vaniſh : The Soul is at Liberty 
to purſue the Intereſt of another Liſe, raiſes its 
Thoughts above this little Scene of Things, 


to fairer, future Worlds; breaks off the Fet- 


ters that chain it to this World, and ſmiles 
through her Prifon, with a holy Impatience, 
on the Joys of Immortality: There all humane 


Diſtinctions will be loſt, and Gold will have 


nothing to do in the ſettling of them. 

« PExnaPs the gay World will pity me, 
and think Religion, and a Cell, but a melan- 
choly Recourſe ; but T ſhall not find it ſo, 
while I am not fecluded from the generous 
Monimia's chearing Eye: Her delicate and 
blameleſs Scnſibility of human Paſſions, (ſhe 
to whom Suffering is a Merit) ſoftens every 
Care, and raiſes every Joy; while ſhe deſcends 
from the height of Grandeur, to the gentle 


« Offices of the ſincere Friend, the forgets every 
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Advantage of Fortune, till Virtue in Diſtreſs 
calls for her Aid: Her Titles have no Energy 
with her, but when they give her a Privilege 
of doing Good, and then ſhe exerts them to 
their full Force; ſhe feels they cannot buy 
Freedom to the Mind; and that no Calamity 
will retire in reſpe& to them: Fate has ſo or- 
der'd it, that there is ſome Similitude in our 
Deſtinics, which reconciles me-to mine; while 
ſhe recommends Picty and Reſignation, with 
the ſtrongeſt and moſt beautiful Arguments, 
her own Example ; and fortifies my Mind, by 
putting every Virtue, by her own Practice, in 

« the 
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the moſt amiable Light. Sometimes ſhe ſings 
« a Requiem to our Sorrows ; ſooths them to 
Peace, with the moſt. harmonious Numbers, 
and I have the Eaſe of ſeeing my Thoughts 
« expreſs'd in hers, with every Elegance 5 and 
 & when the ſerious Soul cxerts itſelf, ſhe antici- 
e pates Heaven, and gives a ſweet Foretaſte of 
« the Songs of Angels: Thus we baffle Diſap- 
« pointment, and clude ourSufferings ; Honours, 
& Wealth, and Beauty, ſtand abaſh'd to ſee them- 
« ſelves deſpiſed, while Devotion claps her 
« Wings, at this her faireſt Triumph. 

« You will, I hope, from what J have ſaid, 
< be ſatisfy d I am not unhappy ; and take this 
& laſt Aſſurance from me, that I can never be ſo, 
ce whilſt you arc bleſs d: You have annihilated 
“ every Senſe of Sorrow in me, I have no Tears 
« but when you claim them. 


Adieu. 
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To Lady Maxx, from her Siſter, juſt before 
ber Death. 


I come, ye Ghoſts, prepare your roſeate Bow'rs, 
Celeſtial Palms, and ever-blooming Flow'rs ; 
Thither, where Sinners may have Reſt, I po, 
Where Flames refin'd, in Breaſts Seraphick,. glow. 
| POB. 


DEF HIS, my dear Sifter, is my long, 
N my final Adieu, till We meer in 
A | 2 happicr Regions: Ihe Springs 
of Lifc are running low, and 
Nature tired with human Chan- 
ges longs to be at reſt ; The 
Grave attends me, that Manfion of Silence and 
Repolc. 


Wee + 
- % 
| — 


1 ſoon ſhall cloſe my weary Eyes in Peace, 

Aud fliretch compos'd, upon my duſiy Bed -  . 

Oh Death thy quiet aud refreſhing Shade, - 

Shall yield a long, an unmoleſted Reft 

From all the fruitleſs Toil aud Vanity, 

That dwells below the Sun | 
P I nave 
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I nave had an ill State of Health for ſome 
Years, and have latcly had two Fits of an Apo- 
plexy ; the third my Phyſician is ſo. fincerc to 
let me know will be fatal: I am now Indiſpoſed, 
and find fome certain Symptoms of irs Return ; 
which makes me reſolve to unburden my Soul of 
its faft Preſſure. 

Forxcrve me, ye injured Shades of my great 
Anceſtors, nor blot my Name from your illu- 
ſtrious Line, — My dear Siſter, can your rigid 
Virtue forgive my Fault, and plead my Defence 
to my injured Husband, when I am ſilent in the 
Duſt ? Dear Lady *. will you not pardon a 
Crime which is blotted out by Heaven? with 
that my Peace is made, by a long Courſe of 
Temperance : Weeks, and Months, and Years, 
are paſt, ſince the Date of my Guilt : The Ri- 

ling, and the Setting Sun, has been a conſtant 

Witneſs to my Devotions ; the Moon and mid- 

night Stars were conſtant to my Tears. 

*T x5, as you know, ſixtcen Years fince I was 
married to Count Edrar + I have had two Sons, 
and three Daughters; but ſhall I own this ſhame- 
ful Truth, the eldeſt of the two Brothers is not 
his! On a fatal Night (let the Horror of Dark- 
neſs cover it) I was in my Husband's Abſence, 

by the Marquis 4e ——, ſeduced ; twas not 
the Contrivance of a PO? Amour, but the Ef- 
te of Inadvertency and Surpriſe: Oh! where 
was my Guardian Angel in that loofe Moment, 
that Interval of Reproach and Madneſs ! 


1 7 | Tur 


ving the reſt entirely dependent on this Sen, 
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Tux Subject is too infamous, for me to enter 


into Particulars; but I have full Afurance this 


Youth is not the Count's Son, though his Con- 
fidence in me, with his caſy Temper, kept him 
trom ever making the leaſt Inquiry into any Cir- 
cumſtance of my Guilt : He has lately made his 
Will; and to the eldeſt Brother (being his 
greateſt Favourite) given his whole Eſtate; lea- 


which, to my Confuſion, is not his own. 

Tuts Secret, dear Lady Mary, I muſt intreat 
you to diſcover to Count Edgar aſter my Death; 
that he may do his own Children Juſtice, and 
only provide moderately for the other: Aſſure 
him, that it was only in this Inſtance IT ever 
wronged my Fidclity to him: This is the utmoſt 
Reparation I can make; and with a Mind unbur- 
thened I now caſt my ſelf on infinite Mercy, and 
ſmile in the View of Death. 


come, ye Minifters of Fate, I come; 

But while I paſs the intervening Gloom, 

Should riſing Doubts my trembling Heart invade, 
With Muſick chear the melancholy Shade : 

In ſoothing Strains a gentle Requiem ſing, 
And touch, with heav'nly Art, the golden String ; 
The charming Sound ſball ev'ry Care beguile, 
And make the Seats of Deſolation ſmile : 

My Soul, prepar'd by ſacred Extaſy, 

Shall learn, and join the Chorus of the Sky. 


P 2 Oden 


leeres 


Once more, my dear Siſter, adieu! Let my 
Crime warn you never to be vain, or ſccure: 
From the Height of ſelf Confidence, and arro- 
gant Virtuc, I was left to make this reproachſul 
Step to humble me. My Repentance has been 
deep and ſincere; and, through the Divine Re- 
demption, my Pardon is procured, and my Guilt 
for ever obliterated. 


Your dying Friend, 


HERMIONE. 


LE T- 
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LETTER 


A Letter from Ax ts rs, giving his Frim a 
Relation of the ſudden Death of his new Bride, 
who was ſeized in the Chapel while the ſacred 
Rites were performing. 


a7 Y Fate will furniſh you with a full 
85 27 47 Evidence of the Vanity of human 

n 4 Happineſs: My laſt Letter 

DN Wi was writ in the Height of Suc- 
ceſs, with the moſt arrogant Ex- 
pectations and Boaſt of a laſting 
Felicity ; now 'tis all changed, the Shadows of 
Night cover me. 


Tur lovely Erminia, whom I had ſo long 
purſucd, and at laſt perſuaded to crown my 
Wiſhes ; the very Morning ſhe gave me her 
Hand, before the ſacred Ceremony was finiſhed, 
vas ſurprized with the fatal Meſſage of Death; 
and carricd in a Swoon from the Chapel to her 
Chamber, where ſhe ſoon expired in her Mother's 
Arms: This Hour, ſhe appeared with all the 
Coſt 
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Coſt and Splendor of a youthful Bride; the next, 
| the is a pale and ſcnſcleſs Corps, muffled in a 
ghaſtly Shroud : Thoſe Charms, that in the 
Morning promiſed an eternal Bloom, before the 
Evening have dropped their fmiling Pride; the 
ſparkling Eyes arc ſunk in Darkneſs; the ſoft, 
the tuneſul Voice is for ever ſilent ; while a livid 


Hue ſits on the late roſy Lips. 


Thus airy Pleaſure dances in our Eyes, 
And ſpreads falſe Images in fair Diſguiſe, 
 T'allure our Souls; till juſt within our Arms, 
The Viſion dies, and all the painted Charms 
Flee quick away from the purſuing Sight, 
| Till they are loft in Shades, and mingle with the 
(Night. 


On Dcath! How crucl was the Triumph ! 
Youth and Beauty, Joy, and blooming Hope, 
lic here a Victim to thy Rage: The darkſome 
Priſon of the Grave muſt now confine thy gentle 
Captive; inſtead of the Pomp of a bridal Bed, 
the cold Earth muſt be her Lodging, Duſt and 
Corruption her Covering, 


You will now expect I ſhould practiſe the 
Principles I have ſo often aſſerted, in cxcrciling 
my boaſted Reaſon and Moderation; or leave 
you to inſult me, with the Arguments I lately 
produced, to allay your Grieſ, under the Preſſure 


of an uncommon Misfortunc: This Reproach 
| would 
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would be but juſt at a Period, when Heaven has 
given me a full Evidence of the Truths I con- 
ſeſſed, and ſet the Vanity of human Hopes in 


the cleareſt Demonſtration before me. One would 
think I ſhould now, if ever, find it caſy to mora- 
lize on theſe Subjects, and act the Philoſopher 
ſrom mere Neceſſity, if not from Virtue. 


War the Caſe yours, or any body s but my 
own, how many wiſe Things ſhould I repeat! 
how flucntly could I talk! ſo much more caſy is 
it to dictate, than to practiſe : And yet I am rea- 
ſonable by Intervals; I am in more than Name a 
Chriſtian, in ſome brighe Periods; I feel the 
Force of that Profeſſion, and pay Homage to its 
ſacred Rules: A hcavenly Ray ſcatters my Grief, 
and chears my Soul with Divine Conſolations: 
The gay and the gloomy Appearances of mortal 
Things vaniſh, before the Gleams of celeſtial 
Light: Immortal Pleaſures, with gentle Invita- 
tions, call me to the Skics, and all my T houghts 
alcend. 

Bur how ſhort my Triumph! how eaſy the 
Tranſition from Reafon to Madneſs? Of what 
ſurprizing Varicty is a human Mind capable! 
Light and Darkneſs, Heaven and Hell, ſeem 
blended within; 'tis all Chaos, and wild Die 
der: That Reaſon which one Moment relieves 
me, the next ſeems with a juſt Train of Ideas to 


torment me. 


See 
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See there, all pale and dead, be lies; 
For ever flow my ſtreaming Eyes: 
Hy Hymen, with extinguifh'd Fires; 
Fly nuptial Bliſs, and chaſie Deſires : 
Erminia's fled, the lovely ſ Mind, 
Faith, Sweetneſs, Wit, together join'd. 

Dwelt Faith, and Wit, and Sweetneſs there © 
Ob view the Change, and drop a Tear. 


Adicu, 


L EN. 
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LETTER 


To LyC1DAS 


My dear Lvycipas, 
HERE. arc Scaſons, when the 
“MMiad dilatcs itſelf, and, ſenſible of 
| Wl its own Grandeur, breaks through 


— in Scarch of ſome unknown, and 
yet untaſted Pleaſures : This is my preſent Diſ- 
poſition ; the wide Limits of the Sky have no- 
thing to cntertain me: Nature ſeems exhauſted, 
and indigent; ſhould ſhe uncover her golden 
Mines, or diſcloſe the Ruby ſparkling in its Bed, 
let her open the Veins of Sapphire; and ſhew the 
Diamond glittering on its native Rock — 1 
have no Avarice of this kind ; the oricnt Clouds 
that now adorn the weſtern Sky, could I reach 
them, would be a more ſubſtantial Treaſure, — 
Appear, ye faireſt Blandiſhments of Senſe ; tho? 
lovely as the Daughters of Eden, your Allure- 
ments would now be loſt. — Let Senſuality ap- 
pear in all her Charms, the Perſian Delicacy, 
and the Roman Pride; — let the Pageantry of 


Q. State, 
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State, the Triumphs loſt in long Oblivion, pat 
on airy Forms, and paſs in their viſionary Splen- 
dour before me; in my preſent Situation, me- 
thinks I could deſpiſe them All. — Theſe Scenes 
would be but tircſome Repctitions ; for they are 
no Noveltics to my active Imagination; Cleopa- 
tra's expenſive Vanity, and Pompey's Glory, are 
my familiar Themes to luxuriant Fancy: Their 
Deſcriptions rather tire, than delight me. —— 
Even the Magnificence of the ſtarry Arch, the 
ſplendid Structure of the Univerſe, I now ſurvey 
with Indolencc : — I grow impaticnt to fee a 
new and brighter Scene appear; when theſe old 
Heavens, and antiquated Earth, ſhall put off 
their periſhable Forms, and ſtand dreſſed in im- 
mortal Beauty, and undecaying Excellence- 
Bleſſed Period why art thou ſo long delayed? 
Oh ftretch thy ſhining Wings, and come away ! 
| — Mend thy Pace, old lazy Time, and ſhake 
thy ſlow-paced Sands! — Make ſhorter Circles, 
ye rolling Planets ! — Thou lingering Sun, how 
long wilt thou travel the celeſtial Road! when 
ſhall thy radiant Walk be finiſhed ! When will 
the great Angel arreſt thee in thy Progreſs, and 
{wear by him that made Heaven and Earth, the 
Sea, and all that isthercin, that Time ſhall be no 
more. 

Mr impatient Soul ſprings forwards to falute 
the happy Period, and anticipates the promiſed 


Joy. 


Great 
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Great Nature then, thro all her diſf rent Works, 
Shall be transform'd; the Earth, and theſe gay Skies, 
Shall be no more the ſame; a brighter Scene 
Succeeds ;, and Paradiſe, in all its Charms, 

Shall be renew'd ; but far its Bliſs improv'd, 
Fitted for Minds, to whom the mighty Maker 
Shall give the glorious Viſion of his Face 
Unveil'd, and ſmiling with eternal Love. 


Here let me dwell, nor turn one careleſs Look 
On yonder hated World ; — here let me drink 
Full Draughts of Bliſs, aud bathe in endleſs Floods 
Of Life and Joy; — here let me flill converſe. 
I cannot be — Mortality returns / 
Ye radiant Skies, adieu ! — Ye ſtarry Worlds, 
I muſt fulfil my Day, and wait the Hour, 
That brings eternal Liberty and Reft. 


My native Element prevails, and I muſt re- 
turn to my original Earth again : but I believe 
you are not overjoyed at this Event; you could 
have reſigned me to the Skies, in your preſent 
Diſpoſition : An carthly Amour ſcems to engroſs 
your Affection; and I ſhould much more have 
obliged you, by a Diſcourſe of mortal Charms, 
than of celeſtial Attachments: But you muſt ex- 
cuſe me, my Mind is in a Poſition too ſublime 
and delicate for theſe terrene Nymphs; as fair 
as your Miſtreſs is, you have no Rival in me; 
at this Inſtant I am all for the Immortals, 


Q2 Os 
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Oh ye fair Objes, ye untainted Springs, 
Of ev'ry Excellence, that charms the Senſe ! 
Ye native Beauties, ye primeval Sweets, 
That bloſſom in the Skies ; — but for the Hopes 
Of theſe pure Entertainments after Death, 
My Soul would joyfully give up its Claim 
To an immortal State : — For what is Life, 
Reaſon, and theſe Capacities of Bliſs, 

Tf loft on Toys — No, I have nobler Aims, 
Deſires unbounded by theſs narrow Skies, 
Theſe gaudy, flying, tranſitory Scenes; 
Eternal Glories, and enchanting Beauties 


Nxxr time I ſee you, on Condition you will 
let me laugh, you ſhall talk of Loves and Graces, 
Lilies and Roſcs, Flames and Darts; till Chan- 


ticleer gives his laſt Summons to the Phantoms 


and Fairies to diſappear. 


CLERIMONT. 
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To the Earl of ** * *, 


ah Lox, 

AM juſt recovered of the Wound 
I received in the Ducl, which you 
with ſo much Reaſon pe Huma- 
nity endeavoured to prevent. I 
think my ſelf now under an Obli- 
gation to own the Juſtice and Force of your 
Lordſhip's Arguments, and to retract whatever 
I ſaid in Defence of ſuch an inhuman Practice: 
It was Frenzy that made me reje& the Advice 
of one, who had ſo true a Notion of Honour, 
and whoſe Courage had been ſo gloriouſly em- 
ployed in the Cauſe of Liberty, and the Prote- 
ſtant Succeſhon. 

You told me what the Event of this mad 
Adventure would be, that inſtead of defending, 
I ſhould expoſe my Siſter's Innocence to the Pub- 
lick Cenſure: It is too late for me to with I had 
been guided by your generous and friendly Ad- 
monitions, which for the future will wear the 
Stamp of Infallibility on them: nor can I pro- 

pole 
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poſe to my ſelf a nobler Example than your 
Lordſhip's, in every Part of human Life; the 
generous Friend, the tender Husband, and af- 
fectionate n appear in their proper Luſtre; 
— Virtuc, with a ſuperior Excellence, ſhines i in 
your 9 acter, and enforces her Precepts with 
refills loquence. 

T xx Revicw of your Conduct is a ſevere Re- 
proach to my on: I ſhall never reffect on my 
late ridiculous Exploit without Confuſion : — 
Whatever Bravery I affected, I was conſcious of 
the moſt flaviſh Fears, in the midſt of my inſo- 
lent Flights of Vanity; deliberate Guilt hung 
heavy on my Soul; I ſpent the Night before the 
bloody Aſſignation in Anguiſh, which no Words 

can expreſs; infernal Viſions haunted my Ima- 
gination; the Caverns of Night, the joyleſs A- 
bodes, diſcloſcd their Terrors to my diſtracted 
Fancy. 

Bu r ſo entirely was I governed by the Max- 
ims of the licentious Part of the World, that 
with great Gallantry I challenged my own Ruin, 
and bid Defiance to Death and Damnation; ex- 
poſing my ſelf to all the Horrors, dreadful to 
Reaſon and Nature, to avoid the Imputation of 
Cowardicce. 

So tyrannical a thing is Cuſtom, that 'tis ne- 
ceſſary to ask the World Forgiveneſs, for pre- 
ſuming to be reaſonable Creatures: People are 
often compelled to be mad in their own Defence, 
and to act againſt their Reaſon to avoid being 


ſingular. Tis hard indeed, that the Caprice of 
Man- 
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Mankind ſhould expect an Apology from the 
few that arc wiſer than the reſt, for being awake 
and in thcir right Scnſes, that they ſhould be for- 
ced to excuſe themſelves, for keeping their Eyes 
open, and having Penetration enough to foreſee 
a diſtant Danger, and ſo much Diſcretion as to 
avoid it. | 

A Man reſolved to leap from a Precipice, 
might with a better Aſſurance ridicule his Com- 
panions for not promiſing to follow him; and 
more juſtly reproach them with Cowardice, for 
refuſing to break their Necks, than theſe Men of 
Honour can upbraid a Perſon for not complying 
with their Rules of Valour, at the Expence of 
his Life, and all his Hopes of future Happineſs; 
If my generous Adverſary had not ſpared my 
Life, when it lay at his Mercy (while my Salva- 
tion depended upon that important Moment) 
inſtead of giving you this penitent Relation, I 
had been now curſing my own Folly, under the 
Weight of cternal Infamy. 


Your Lordſbip's, &c. 


ANTONIO, 


LE I- 
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EETTER XXII. 


— 


To VALERrIUus, from an Engliſh Merchant; 
giving au Account of the Adventures of his 


Voyage. 


AM at laſt ſafely arrived in Holland, 
and have taken the firſt Opportu- 
nity to give you a Relation of the 
Adventures that detained me ſo long 

in forcign Countries. 

In my Return from the Indies, T had ſome 


Affairs with a Spaniſh Merchant, which while I 


was managing in one of their Sca-Ports, there 
eame in a Spaniſh Corſair, who had taken a rich 
Turkiſh Prize, with ſeveral Turks and Moors Pri- 


ſoners, whom he offercd to ſale as Slaves: I ne- 


ver had any Traffick of this kind, from any 
View of Intereſt; but from a Motive of Com- 
paſſion, I had purchaſed Liberty for many a mi- 
ſerable Wretch, to whom I gave Freedom, the 
Moment I paid his Ranſom. 

Ano the Captives newly taken, there was 
one diſtinguiſhed by the Richneſs of his Habit, 
2 | and 
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and more by the Grace ſulneſs of his Port. He 
drew all my Attention, of which he appcar'd 
ſenſible, and ſtill directed his Looks to me; our 
Souls ſeem'd to greet one another, as if their In- 
timacy had been of a long ſtanding, and com- 
 menc'd in ſome pre- exiſtent Period: "There waz 
ſomething in the Air of this young Stranger, ſu- 
perior to Adverſity, and yet ſenſible of the pre- 
ſent Diſadvantage of his Fate; while J ſelt tor 
him an Emotion, ſoſt as the I ics of Nature, and 
could not but impute it to the ſecret Impre ſſion 
of ſome intelligent Power, which was leading me 
to a Height of Generoſity, beyond my own In- 
tention; and by an Impulſe of Virtue on my Soul, 

diredting it to the Accompliſhment of ſome di- 
ſtant and unknown Deſign of Providence: The 
heavenly Inſtigation, came with a prevailing 
Force, and I could not but obey its Dictates. 

The Price ſet on this Captive, was extrava- 
gantly high, and ſuch as would be a vaſt Diſad- 
vantage to my preſent Affairs, to part with. 
However, I liſten'd to the gentle Monitor with- 
in, and paid the Corſair his full Demands. 

As ſoon as I had conducted the Youth to my 
Lodgings, I told him, he was from that Moment 
free ; the Price I had paid was for his Friend- 
ſhip and Liberty. 

Then you have confined me (reply'd the gentle 
Stranger) by the moſt laſting Engaggments , Imight 
have broke through any other Reſiraint, but I am 
now your voluntary Slave, and dare truſt you with a 


Secret yet unknown to the Spaniards : My Name is 
R Orramel, 


122 UE T1 F-R 


Orramel, the only Son of a wealthy Baſſa i Con- 
ſtantinople, and you may demand what you will 
for my Ranſom. 

You twill ſoon be convinced (ſaid I) there was no 
mercenary Intention in this Aion ; the Amity 1 
have for you is noble and diſintereſted, it was kindled 
by a celeſtial Spark, an Emanation from the divine 
Clemency, and terminates in nothing below your in- 
mortal Happineſs Aud were you inclin'd to examine 
thoſe ſacred Truths which would lead you to that 
Felicity, and to ſbare my Fortunes in a free and 
happy Nation, the Wealth of the Indies fbould not 
buy you from my Affections But if tis your Choice 
to return to the Cuſtoms and Religion of your un- 
try, you are abſolutely free, without attending any 
Terms for your Releaſe. 

Wir I a friendly, but dejected Look, he told 
me, it was impoſſible for him to difpenſe with his 
filial Obligations to an indulgent Parent ; but he 
poſitively refuſed his Freedom, *till he had given 
Intelligence, and received an Anſwer from his 
Father; which he ſoon had with a Carte Blanchz 
to me, on which I might make my own Demands 
for his Son's Ranſom. T return'd it, with no 
other Terms, but the Liberty of all the Chriſti- 
an Slavcs he had in his Poſſeſſion; hoping by this 
diſinte reſted Conduct, to leave a Cohviction on 
the Mind of my young Friend, in Favour of 
Chriſtianity. He could perſwade me to receive 
nothing but ſome little Preſent, and left me with 


an apparent Concern. 
IT 
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Ir was ſome Months after he was gone, beſore 
I could finiſh my Negotiations in Spain ; but as 
ſoon as they were diſpatch'd, I cmbark'd for Hol- 
land. We had not been a Week at Sca, before 
the Ship was taken by an Algerine Pyrate, and all 
the Men in it carried to Conftantinople, to be fold 
as Slaves: My Lot fell to a Maſter, from whom 
I was like to find moſt barbarous Treatment; 
however, I was reſolved to endure my Bondage, 
till I could give Intelligence to my Friends in 
Enzland, to procure my Ranſom : I was fix to 
this, that no Hardſhip ſhould reduce me to give 
Orramel an Account of my Diſtreſs, till I was 
again in Circumſtances, not to need his Kindneſs, 
nor expect a Retaliation of my own. 

Bur Heaven had kinder Intentions, by bring- 
ing me into this Adverſity, nor left me long with- 
out Redreſs: As I was talking in a Publick Place, 
to one of my Fellow Slaves, Orramel came by 
he paſs'd beyond me, but inſtantly returning, 
look'd on me with great Attention, "till ſome 
melting Sorrow drop'd from his Eyes: When, 
making Enquiry of ſome that were near, to 
whom I bclong'd, and being inſorm'd; without 
ſpcaking a Word to me, he flew to my new Ma- 
ſter, paid his Demand ſor my Ranſom, and im- 
mediately conducted me to his Houſe, where he 
 welcom'd me with the warmeſt Marks of Aﬀecti- 
on: He ſpoke, — he pauſed, — and was in the 
greateſt Perplexity, to find Language ſuitable to 
the Sentiments of his Soul. 


R 2 My 


Irren 


My Hrot her“ (faid he) my Friend — or if there 
are more ſacred Ties in Nature or Virtue, let me call 


%% by ſome gentler Appellation Me are now united 


by the Bands of celeſtial Amity, one in the ſame 
Joy Faith, and Hopes of a glorious Immortality : 
Tour Charity reſtued me from a worſe than Spaniſh 


_ Olavery, f rom the Bondage of Vice and Sup erftition ö 


your Condud hanuiſbed my Prejudices to the Chriſti= 
an Name, and made way for the Entrance of thoſe 
Heavenly Truths, to which I now aſſent. But this 


11.4 Secret even to my 0700 Domeſticks ; and whether 
ſuch a Cantion is Criminal, I am not yet able to 


Aetermine, 

Wirn what Rapture, what Attention, did I 
liften to this Language! I bleſs'd the Accents, 
that told me my Friend, — my Orramel, had 


embraced the Chriſtian Faith : An Angel's Song 


would have been leſs melodious: I look'd up- 
ward, and with a grateful Elevation of Mind, 


gave the Glory to the Supreme Diſpoſer of all 


human F,vents. The Inſtinct was from above, 


that firſt moved me to ranſome this young Cap- 


tive; thence was the Spring of my Compaſſion: 


It won! be Vanity, it would be the moſt crimi- 
nal Arrogance, not to aſcribe this Action to the 


aſſiſting Deity. 

Tux illuſtrious Orrame! made it his Joy, his 
Study to evidence his Affection: He told me, 
his Father died ſince we parted in Spain, and 
that he had lefr five Daughters, which he had by 
ſeveral of his Wives: He offer'd me the Choice 
ot his Siſters, it 1 had any Thoughts of Mar- 

riage, 
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riage, and promiſed a Dowry with her to my 
own Content: One of them, he ſaid, was private- 
ly bred a Chriſtian, by her Mother, a beautiful 


Woman of Armenia J was pleaſed with the 


Propoſal, and impatient to ſee my fair Miſtreſs, 
In the mean Time, he made me a Preſent of ſe- 
veral rich Habits, and two Negro's to attend me. 

Tur next Day, he conducted me to a fair 
Summer-Houſe, whither he ſent for his Siſters ; 
who were all ſo handſome, that I was diftreſs'd 
with my own Liberty, nor knew where to chuſe, 
had not a Principle of Piety determin'd me to 
the young Armenian; who was not ſuperior in 
Beauty to the reſt, but there was a Decorum in 
her Behaviour, which the others wanted : She 
had more of the Modeſty and Politencſs of the 
European Women, to whom you know I was al- 


ways partial: My Choice was fix d, and the more 


I converſed with my fair Miſtreſs, the more Rea- 
ſon I found to approve it. We were privately 
married by a Chaplain, belonging to the Britiſh 
Envoy. My generous Friend gave her a For- 


tune which abundantly repaid all my Loſſes ; 


and after a proſperous Voyage, I am ſafely land- 
ed in Holland. | 

I have ſent you this Relation, as a Memorial 
of my Gratitude to Heaven; whoſe Clemency 
has return'd me more than Meaſure for Meaſure, 
and largely recompenced that Liberality it firſt 
Inſpired, 


Adieu, 
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To Lady SoPHIA: The Sequel of the 
Story $i ROSALINDA. 


— my — the Spring; is now in its 
Prime, and blooming Nature appears in all her va- 
rious Pride ; the Fields and Groves reſound with 
artleſs Harmony ; the Linnet and warbling Lark 
invite me often to riſe with the fragrant Morning : 
nor am I unwilling to obey the gentle Summons, 
though till I came here I had never beheld the 
riſing Sun ; the Sight was as great a Novelty to 
me as a Blazing Star would have been: the o- 
pening Dawn was one of the Arcaud's of Waka, 
into which my Curioſity had never pry*'d; In- 
deed I had read many Poetical Deſcriptions of 
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the Roſy- finger d Morning unbarring the Gates of 
Light, and deck'd in golden Veſtments, beginning 
her Progreſs o'er the Eaſtern Hills; but I left Au- 
rora to her rural Hours, without the leaſt Incli- 
nation to trace her Footſteps in the pearly Dew. 
She was no Precedent for me; I was too polite to 
open my Eyes at ſuch ungenteel Seaſons; the Sun 
ſhone in vain, its Beams were uſeleſs till 'the 
modiſh World appeared. | 

But I have now conquer'd theſe Refinements, 
and can bear the aukward Cuſtom of riſing with 
the freſh Morning, and going to Bed when the 
dusky Evening cloſes, or I might keep my ſelf 
awake while every other intelligent Being on this 
Part of the Globe ſleeps; when human Affairs 
ceaſe, and the calm Creation ſeems Jull'd in a 
peaceful Slumber: Except Elves and Fairies; I 
cannot preciſcly determine what Hours they 
keep; but here is a Nurſe in the Family who is 
intimately acquainted (as ſhe ſays) with theſe 
ſprightly Phantoms; ſhe has been admitted to 
their Moon-light Revels, and has led me to ma- 
ny a Circle diſtinguiſhed with perpetual Verdure, 
where they uſe to Dance their light fantaſtick 
Rounds. Bridget and Joyce, our two Dairy 
Maids, add their Teſtimony to the Nurſe's, and 
relate their own viſionary Experience, I am no 
great Infidel, ſometimes I believe, and always wiſh 
the pretty Stories they tell me were true; but I 
dare not object againſt any of thoſe Relations, 
for fear of being thought a Heathen by the whole 
Village. 
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My Circumſtances are now very eaſy, my 
Miſtreſs is fully perſuaded my Education has been 
ſuperiour to my preſent Station, and treats me 
more like a Siſter than a Servant; I am under 
no Reſtraints but thoſe of Gratitude and Juſtice, 
which will not ſuffer me to be idle where I know 
my ſelf to be dependant. 

For a Damſel of Quality I can work well enough 
with my Needle; and as this is all my Miſtreſs 
will ſuffer me to do, I carry my Work to ſome 
verdant Retreat, of which here are great Varie- 
ty,in a large Garden and wide Range of Orchard 
joining to the Houſe, I am delighted with ole 
faſhion Bowers covered with Woodbine and Sweet- 
briar, and can fit as much at my Eaſe on a Bank 
of Camomile ſhaded with Lawrel, as ever I did 
in a painted Alcove. Maple-Trees and Box, with 
Buſhes of Roſes, are placed about in a very a- 
greeable Diſorder, the whole Scene appears gay, 
but wild above Rule or Arr; 


WH bile Nature here 
Wantons as in her Prime, and plays at wilt 
Her Virgin Fancies. 


The Orchard joining to it is ſpacious and fair as 
the Heſperian Incloſures, Violets, Primroſe, and 
Crocus embroider the leve} Green, on which you 
tread ; the Trees are ſet in Rows, their Branches 
mingle above, and are now in their gaudy Blof- 
foms, the Birds fit careleſs on the flow'ry Sprays, 
and from their little Throats pour a Stream of Har- 
mony, while fragrant Gale, refreh the Sente, 
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and with their aromatick Breath diffuſe Gladneſs 
to the Soul. | 

Juſt at the Bounds of this Juxuriant Retreat 
ſtands an antient Oak ; the extended Boughs are 
a Shelter from the Mid-day Sun, which perhaps 
your Ladyſhip would endure, rather than ſcreen 
your Beauty in ſuch a ruſtick Shade: Elyſium 
Groves and Myrtle Bowers are better ſuited to 
the Delicacy of your Imagination; but I am now 
reconciled to Nature in its greateſt Negligence, 
and ſeated in this venerable Receſs, find Virtue 
and Liberty the principal Springs of human Happi- 
neſs: My Hours are here at my own Diſpoſal, nor 
am I obliged to devote them to Ceremony or vain 
Amuſements. I find my ſelf under no Neceſſity to 
court the impertinent or flatter the Ambitious, 
nor to do a thouſand unreaſonable things for fear 
of being ſingular and out of the Mode. 

The only Intimacy I have contracted is with a 
Daughter of the Miniſter of this Pariſh, they call 
her Sally; her Converſation is perfectly innocent 
and agreeable, and has ſomething in it charming 
beyond all the ſpecious Rules and ſtudied Elegance 
of the Beau-Monde, ſhe has ſpent her Leiſure in 
reading, and has certainly peruſed all the good 
Books in her Father's Study, having never opened 
a Page on any Subject but Religion, except Ar- 
galus and Parthenia. Her Preciſeneſs is all natu- 
ral and unaffected ; her Looks, her Words, her 
whole Behaviour, has an Air of Sanctity; one 
can hardly believe her an Inhabitant of this 
World, but rather a Native of ſome more refined 


and holy Region ; the Sweetneſs of her Coun- 
| tenance 
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tenance, with the ſurpriſing Beauty of her whole 
Perſon, would confirm this Thought, if ſome E- 
vidence of Mortality did not appear in her decli- 
ning Health: She believes her ſelf in a Conſump- 
tion, and talks of dying as calmly as moſt People 
talk of going to ſleep. 

However, this Indifference is not perhaps en- 
tirely the Effect of Piety ; a tender Paſſion ſeems 
to have ſome ſhare in it; her Health began to de- 

cline from the Time her Lover died: He was the 
Son of a Neighbouring Clergyman ; their Marri- 
age was concluded by the Conſent of both their 
Parents. There had been an innocent Tenderneſs 
between them from their Childhood, and juſt at 
the Period ſet to Crown their mutual Paſſion the 
Youth was ſeiſed with a Fever, which ended his 
Life, and left the gentle Maid to mourn her diſ- 
appointed Joys. 

Since that ſhe has no Attachment to this World, 
all her Schemes of Happineſs are in a future State, 
on which her whole Attention is fixed; and no- 
thing can be more ſparkling than her Converſa- 
tion on theſe Subjects. As ſome People grow dull 
and moroſe in talking of Religion, it brightens 
her Countenance, gives a Vivacity to her 
Thoughts, and heavenly Eloquence to her 
Tongue: The Beauty of the ſpangled Firmament 
ina clear Summer Evening gives her an apparent 
Pleaſure. © In a little time .(ſhe often ſays) I 
“ ſhall have a nearer View of thoſe radiant Won- 
* ders, and ſhall my ſelf outſhine their glimmering 
« Luſtre.” | 
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You would be glad, Lady Spie, if I would 
leave Sally with the Angels, and talk to you of 
Knights of the Garter, Blue Ribbands, Embroi- - 
der'd Coats, and other ſublunary Things. There is 
ſuch a wide Extreme betwixt theſe Subjects and 
heavenly Themes, thar I cannot introduce your 
tender Affair with any manner of Decorum ; the 
Deſcent is too precipitant. But if I muſt talk of 
Love, my own Amour is ſomewhat more of 
the Etherial Kind than yours, and the Tranſition 
will not be ſo difficult. 

Nor will it diſpleaſe you, to hear that my Lo- 
ver continues conſtant, with the Addition of fix 
thouſand aYear to his Eſtate: It was left him by 
one of the -r Family, who lately died with- 
out an Heir. 

My Miſtreſs has been a conſtant fitroms for 
the lovely Youth, believing his Propoſal a vaſt 
Preferment for me; while my generous Lover 
makes his Addreſſes with greater Warmth and 
Aflurance than when his Eſtate was leſs, think- 
ing it now in his Power to offer me a Reparation 
for whatever Misfortune hath reduced me to a 
State ſo unequal to what (he is perſwaded) my 
Education has been. 

1 have not yet accepted his Propoſal, nor diſ- 
covered my Rank to him, bur 'tis very probable 
I ſhall do both. What Objection can I, or ra- 
ther what can you make againſt it? His Defcent 
is every Way illuſtrions, and has vaſtly the Ad- 
vantage of mine; Nature has diſtinguiſhed him 
with an Air of Grandeur, beyond all the bor— 
row'd Luſtre of Titles or Equipage. There is 

an 


9 


Moral and Entertaining. 7 


an Elegance in his Behaviour ſuperiour to the 
Rules of Art or Imitation; not Paris, when con- 
feſs'd Prince on the Plains of Ida, appeared more 
graceful: He talks of Love, not in the Strains 
of Dramatick Frenzy, but with the Sobriety of 
Reaſon and Virtue: Perſuaſion dwells on his 
Tongue, while he deſeribes the gentle Paſſion in 
Accents calm as the Midnight Air. What the 
Conſequence will be I cannot yet determine. 
Dear Lady $9ph1a, adieu. | 
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To Lady SoPUIA. 


"EN > Romance is now finiſhed, the 
75 Drama is come to a Concluſion; 1 

D have been married theſe four Months, 
1 — and from the ſober regular Way of 

wie Life I am now in, you muſt expect 
no more Adventures. 

I forgot in my laſt to inform you, that with 
the Six thouſand a Year there was a Seat nobly 
furniſhed left to What muſt I call him? 
hot my Husband, for fear the aukward domeſtick 
Sound ſhould give you the Spleen: And if I 
mould give him the Appellation of my Gallant, 
my Lover, or the charming Youth, you would 
think me run mad in Romance: but I hope I 
may call him by his proper Name, which is 
Lucius. 

The Seat of which he is now the Poſſeſſor, 
looks like the Abode of Liberty and guiltleſs De- 
light ; the Situation has ſomething in it ſo jovial 
and airy, that it gives an Alacrity to the Mind: 
It ſtands on a gentle Riſing, with the View of a 
ſpacious Valley before it, through which a luxu- 
I | riant 
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_ riant River draws its ſhining Train, and bleſſes 
the Borders with immortal Verdure; the wide 
Campaign beyond opens a fait Variety of Hills, 
of Groves, and fertile Plains, which terminate in 
a diſtant Proſpect of the Sea. You have this 
beautiful Scene of Nature from every Window 
in the Front of the Houſe. 

The oppoſite Side of the Structure diſcloſes a 
quite different View ; as that ſeems the Triumph 
of Nature, this appears the Inſult of Art; the 
Gardens and Groves are fo exquiſitely fine and 
regular, that I fancy my ſelf in Pairy-Land ; it 
looks all like the Effect of emen and 
beyond human Contrivance. 

The Loves and Graces figur'd in the painted 
Alcoves perſuade me, I am got among the Im- 
mortals, who ſeem to court me to their ſoft Re- 
ceſſes, when through a long Viſto rhe ſmiling 
Forms riſe in juſt Proportion before me, I con- 
verſe with Deities, and am charm'd with the 
Wonders of the poetical World. 

I find Leifure enough for theſe viſionaty De- 
lights, being diſcharged from Family Cares by 
my Husband's Grandmother, who is qualified to 
manage thoſe Affairs with great Prudence and 
Decency : It is a Pleaſure to me to ſubmit to her 
| Advice in every Punctilio, as I find it obliges 
Lucius, who treats her with the utmoſt Defe- 
rence and Reſpect; nor fails to find ſome hand- 
ſome Excuſe for any Thing that has the Appears 
ance of Obſtinacy or Caprice in her Temper. 

His Merit in every Occurtence ſecures my E- 
ſteem; an Air of Juſtice and Benignity ſhines 
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through his whole Conduct; his Mind was in 
the ſame Elevation when his Fortune was at the 
loweſt, nor has this unexpected Turn had the 
leaſt Influence on the Modeſty and Evenneſs of 
his Diſpoſition: His Management in every Thing 
is at once generous and diſcreet; he has devoted 
a thouſand Pounds a Year out of the Six thou- 
ſand to charitable Uſes, another Thouſand he ſe- 
cured to me for my peculiar Expences ; the reſt 
to be ſpent in his Houſhold, the Charze of which 
he has limited to his Income, and pays his Bills 
once a Month with great Exactneſs, that no ho- 
neſt Tradeſman may be injured by his Delay. 
Whatever Treſpaſs is done by the Careleſsneſs 
of his Servants in the Purſuit of their rural 
Sports, he patiently hears the Complaints of the 
Sufferer, and reſtores their Damage to the full. 

His Compaſſion is equal to his Juſtice ; never 
has he been ſeen to turn away from a Spectacle 
of Pity, never has he ſhut his Ears to the Voice 
of Diſtreſs, never by an inſolent Reproach ſi- 
lenced the Cries of Poverty, nor delay'd his 
Bounty to the Neceſſitous. 

Several honeſt Clergymen with large Families 
and narrow Incomes have already experienced 
his Generoſity, and bleſſed their young Bene- 
factor. He has taken a Son of a neighbouring 
Miniſter into the Family, who was bred at the 
Univerſity, and is a Youth of great Piety and 
very good Senſe ; he reads conſtantly to us Morn- 
ing and Evening Prayers, when not a Servant in 
the Houſe is ſuffered to be abſent. 

| Lucius 
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Lucius has a handſome Collection of Engliſh 
and French Authors; his Father lived long e- 
nough to ſee him inſtructed in both theſe Lan- 
guages ; ſo that his Books with the Converſation 
of the young Student are the agreeable Amuſe- 
ment of his leiſure Hours, which are not ſo ma- 
ny as he ſeems to wiſh, his Rank and Merit ſtill 
engaging him in new Acquaintance, there being 
ſeveral Gentlemen's Seats ſcattered about in this 
pleaſant Campaign, 

I find my ſelf more free and diſengaged, ha- 
ving no Companion but Sally ; In her Converſa- 
tion I forget I am below the Stars, and mingle - 
with immortal Beings; her Sentiments are all 
elevated and refined, the Language of Heaven 
flows from her Lips in Accents ſweet as an An- 
gel's Voice; ſhe has a ſurpriſing Memory, and 
ſpeaks the fineſt Parts of Milton by heart: I fancy 
my ſelf among the celeſtial Minſtrels, when ſhe 
repeats that Deſcription where 


Their golden Harps they take, 
Harps ever tun'd, that gl'tt' ring by their Side 
Like Quivers hung, and with Preamble feet 
Of charming Symphony, they introduce 
Their ſacred Sang, and waken Raptures high. 


Mr. Pope's Miss TA is another of her fa- 
vourite Poems, which ſhe recires with ſuch a 
graceful Pronunciation, that it ſecms alwas s new 
and ſurpriſing. | 

But while Jam enjoying this agrecable Society, 
I know 'tis a Pleaſure that is ſtealing from me 
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like ſome fair Flower, whoſe Bloom withers 
while I am regaling my Senſe with its Fragrancy : 
The young Saint is bidding adieu to mortal 
Things, and preparing for her native Skies. I 
brought her hither to try if the Change of Air 
would mend her Health, but I ſee no Advantage 
ſhe has by it; and finding her impatient to re- 
turn, I have promiſed to carry her in my Chaiſe 
to morrow, back to her Father's Houſe. I go 
the more willingly, that I may make a Viſit to 
the peaceful Abode where I ſpent ſo many hap- 
py Hours. 

I know not if my Miſtreſs has yet recovered 
the Confuſion ſhe was in at the Diſcovery of my 
Quality: As for Lucius, it ſeemed to be no Secret 
to him; he told me, there was ſomething in my 
Behaviour that convinced him I was not in my 
proper Station ; but by what Misfortune I was 
ſunk, he could never make the leaſt Conjecture : 
My Conduct he thought. was too reſerved to ſuf- 
fer him to ſuſpect any Thing to my Diſadvan- 
taze, and when he found my Concealment was 
on a Religious Account, it gave him the higheſt 
Satisfaction to find it in his Power, to place me 
in Circumſtances more agreeable and indepen- 
dent. 

Two or three Days after I was married, I writ 
to my Father with all the Submiſſion and Ten- 
derneſs that natural Affection could dictate: I am 
informed he relents, and is pleaſed with an Al- 
lance to this noble Family; but J have not yet 
had the Honour of any Letter or Meſſage from 
his Lordſhip. Oh could I throw my ſelf at his 

| Feet, 
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Feet, and once more hear his paternal 
my Happineſs were compleat ! 
The PASsTORAL I have incloſed was 
writ as a ſolitary Amuſement, which makes me 
ſend it without any Apology, or giving my (elf 
the Airs of being an Author: I hope it will not 
diſpleaſe you, that my Shepherd happens to be a 
Chriſtian, and that the Paſtoral Scene lies on the 
Britiſh Plains, as long as I leave you to wander at 
your Leiſure in the Vale of Tempe, or follow 
your fleecy Charge on the fair Arcadian Paſtures. 
Adieu. 


RosALINDA 


— 
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A PASTORAL. 
HENRY and LUCY. 


 HENRYT. 


13 Y, while reſting in this verdant Shade, 

By pow'r divine thus elegantly made, 

Say, can'ſt thou envy Pomp and regal Rooms, 

Gay with the Luxury of Perſia Looms ; 

Or painted Roofs, whoſe Beauty would entice 

The Thoughts thro” all the fabled Joys of Vice? 
Fabled 


14 LET TENS 
Fabled indeed! true Joys it cannot boaſt, 
Since Pleaſure flies when Innocence is loſt ; 


Remorſe, Deſpair, and every cruel Gueſt, 
Become the Inmates of the guilty Breaſt. 


 LUCT. 


How ſpotleſs, Henry, is thy well-turn'd Mind, 
Averſe to Ill, to follow Good inclin'd : 

Wich the converſing, ev'ry Day I learn 

New Charms in ſacred Virtue to diſcern ; 
And emulous of thee, with Joy purſue 

That Goodneſs I admire and love in you. 


HE NRZ. 


aon need*ſt not learn of me in Nature's Book, 
I hou mayꝰſt on thy Creator's Wiſdom look: 
And as the Planets run their conſtant Race, 
His glorious Footſteps in their Order trace; 

He bids the Sun in all its Beauty riſe, 

To bleſs our Soil and guild the vaulted Skies; 
And by the Word of his Almighty Pow'r, 
Ordains the Moon to cheer the Midnight Hour; 
While ſparkling Stars in ſolemn Order wait 
Upon her filent Courſe, to grace her State. 


LUCT. 


Nor in the Skies alone his Pow'r is ſeen, 
We view it in the Grove and flow'ry Green, 
To imitate whoſe Charms all Art is faint; 
The Roſe's glowing Bluſſi what Hand can paint? 
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Or equal the vale Lilly's ſnowy Hue, 
Or emulate thc Corn-flow'rs gloſſy Blue? 


HENRT. 


Sure, Lucy, we like the firſt Pair are bleſt, 
While here ſecure with Innocence and Reſt 
Our Happy Hours on downy Pinions fly ; 
When thus aſſiſted by Faith's ſteadfaſt Eye, 
Upon our Maker's Works we humbly gaze, 
And for their Goodneſs render him the Praiſe. 
Thus in the Patriarch's Days, the Few Swains 
Who fed their Flocks on Mamre's Fruitful Plains 
Worſhip'd Fehovah in the Woods and Field, 
And prais'd his Name for all the Fruit they yield; 
Implor'd his Mercy to direct their Ways, 
To guard their Nights, and ſanctify their Days. 
But ſee! the Ev'ning o'er the dewy Lawn | 
Already has her ſable Curtain drawn, 
Homeward we'll go, and as we ſlowly walk 
Beguile the tedious Way with farther Talk. 
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From the ſame, to Lady Sor IA. 


NES 


I carried Sally Home ; where I left her, 
5 * not thinking when we parted that we 

4, 7 
4 CAN were to meet no more in this World: 
But ſo it proved, ſhe languiſh'd about three 
Weeks, and then without any Struggle or con- 
vulſive Pang gently reſigned her Breath. 

With what Impatience ſhe attended the happy 
Period, the incloſed will inform you: She writ 
it a few Days before ſhe died, and gave it in 
charge to one of her Friends to deliver to me. 


cc G5 RosALINDA 


on Dear Lady Frances, 


cc Sands are now running low, tlie 
“Springs of Life will ſoon ceaſe, the 

& Duſt is returning to its native Duſt, and the 
6 * Part to its great Original: the happy 
« Day 
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« Day is dawning which ſhall never be ſhaded 


cc 
cc 
cc 


cc 
cc 
cc 
[44 
cc 


cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
| cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 


with ſucceeding Night ; ſome glimmerings of ce- 
leſtial Glory break thro* the Gloom, and ſcat- 
ter the Horrors of Death ; I hear from far the 
Harps of Heaven in ſoft Preludiums call me to 
the Skies ! | 

& T ſhall ſhortly mingle with the Morning Stars, 
and converſe with the firſt-born Sons of Light ; 
I ſhall enter the bliſsful Aſſembly, and be num- 


ber'd among the glittering Attendants of the 


Empirean Courts ; the ſupreme Excellence ſhall 
unveil it ſelf, and ſuffer me to gaze on uncrea« 
ted Beauty; I ſhall feel the Force and breath 
the Raptures of immortal Love; the ſmiling 
Moments crown'd with Joy and ever-blooming 
Life muſt now begin their everlaſting Round. 
The ſtormy Occan is paſt, the ſhort Fatigue 
fulfilled, the peaceful Haven is in view; I am 
juſt ſetting my Foot on the bliſsful Coaſt ; the 
charming Land of Love, the aromatick Breezes 
already meet me from the fragrant Shore, and 
cheer me in the laſt Faintings of Nature. 

«© Dear Lady Frances, adicn! *till now I never 
bid you a glad Farewell, nor parted without 
Reluctance ; but we ſhall meet in more ſerene 
Climates, we ſhall meet in the Fullneſs of Joy, 
in the Elevations of Glory. Mine indeed by 
the juſt Degrees of Recompence, will be! a 
Station far below yours; my Probation has 
been only the Paſſive Exerciſe of Content and 
Patience: but ſuch Virtue as vours which has 
triumph'd on all the gay Allr-ments of the 
World, ſhall meet a glorious Diſtinction ; the 
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& noble Army of Martyrs will receive you to their 
Number, grace you with the radiant Circlet 
and victorious Palm, and record your Conqueſt 
& in the Annals of Heaven. 

I ſpeak this to animate your Virtue, to en- 
& courage you in the Race of Glory; I am now 
cc paſt Flattery or Dependance on the greateſt 
& of Mortals, but I feel the moſt tender Concern 
c for your Happineſs, and ſhall carry the gentle 
& Impreſſion to the Regions of exalted Friend- 
cc ſhip, the native Dominions of Love, to which 
& I am now going. Once more my Dear Roſa- 
& linda, Adieu! 


This Letter came to me with the ſad Tidings 
of her Death: No Language can deſcribe my 
Grief in its juſt Emphaſis, You will give me 
leave to weep; and ſympathize with 


Tour RosALINDA. 
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To CARL os. 


SEED 8 you was the Confident of my unjuſt 
| A'S Deſign in viſiting Philander, at his 
| . Country Seat, you have Reaton to ex- 
8 pect I ſhould inform you of the Succeſs 
of that Adventure. 

I had a ſecret Paſſion for Aba ſa before her 
Marriage with this Noble Youth, and flattered 
my ſelf with ſome Hopes of finding her prepoſ- 
ſeſſed in my Favour. 

You know how exceeding cautious and Diſcreet 
I have been in my Pleaſures, and with what Diſ- 
ſimulation I have ſecured to my ſelf the Character 
of a Man of Honour and Sobriety: By this Ad- 
vantage I found it eaſy to impoſe on my Friend, 
whoſe Goodneſs wis real and unaffected, while 
his unblemiſhed Integrity left him unguarded to 
all my Artifice, 

But I found it impoſſible to delude my Father 
by my ſpecious Virtues; his Penetration ſaw. 
through that Diſguiſe by which I had eſcaped rhe 
publick Cenſure; nor could any thing have been 
more deteſtable ro his open Temper, than the Af, 
D 2 fectation 
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fectation and Hypocriſy of mine. After he had 
traced one of my moſt criminal Intrigues, and 
found me unreclaimed by his tendereſt Admoni- 
tions, he reſolved to diſinherit me, and ſettle his 
Eſtate on my younger Brother, who is really poſ- 
ſeſſed of all thoſe good Qualities to which with a 
vain Oſtentation I have only pretended, 

My Brother perceiving my Father's Diſguſt, 
and the Intention he had to make him his Heir, 
with an unequal'd Generofity gave me Intelligence 
of the threatened Misfortune, deſiring me to em- 
ploy ſome Friend to perſuade my Father from his 
ſevere Procecding. 

This News came to me while I was detained a 

willing Gueſt by Philander at his Country Seat; 
I diſcovered the Aﬀair to him, who immediately 
offered to attempt a Reconciliation : I gladly ac- 
cepted the kind Intention, nor knew any Perſon 
ſo likely to ſuccecd. 

Philander propoſed ſtaying two or three Days 
with my Father, in order to inſinuate himſelf the 
more ſucceſsfully ; in the mean time I found but 
too eaſy Acceſs to the fair Aſpaſia, and by an Ar- 
tifice that deſerves the Blackeſt Infamy, prevailed 
with her to make a criminal Appointment in a 
private Garden belonging to the Houſe, 

This was the ſecond Day of her Husband's Ab- 
ſence; the happy Hour (as I then thought it) 
arrived, when I was to attend my Miſtreſs in a 
| ſequeſter'd Arbor: But juſt as I was entering the 
Walk that led to it, a Footman came haſtily 
after me with a Letter from Philander, which 
brought me the welcome News. of his Succeſs 

with 
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with my Father. The vaſt Satisfaction he ex- 
preſſed for having procured this Reconciliation, 
with the real Concern for my Welfare, which ap- 
peared in every line, raiſed a Senſe of Honour in 
my Soul; I read the Letter again, and found my 
Guilt aggravated by its bright Reverſe; my 
Falſhood was heightened by the Warmth and 
Fidelity with which the generous Man had pur- 
ſued my Intereſt; my Crime ſtood before me in 
its moſt infamous View: But how to extricate my 
ſelf from this Perplex ty, I was entirely at a loſs. 

To neglect an Opportunity I had with ſuch 
Sollicitude obtained; to diſappoint a yielding 
Beauty ; to dare the Effects of her Contempt or 
Reſentment, by acting contrary to all the gallant 
Maxims of the World, was doing the utmoſt vio- 
lence to a Diſpoſition like mine. But then, to wrong 
my Friend with an Evidence of his Fidelity in my 
Hand, where every tender Line would reproach 
ſuch Villany ; Alexander and Scipio (I told my 
ſelf) would condemn me; with many a Hero.ck 
Pagan, who in the Height of youthful Deſires 
had conquered the Allurements of a guilty Paſſion. 

It was happy for me, that ſome Accident pre- 
vented Aſpaſia from following me ſo ſoon as the 
deſigned. I was ſo far from being impaticnt at 
her Abſence, that I bleſſed every Moment's De- 
lay, and was contriving to avoid the Interview 
juſt as I ſaw her entering the Garden. 

I had been unuſcd to mental Devotion, and 
yet in this dangerous Moment, on which my 
Perdition ſeemed to hang, I ſent a Secret i rayer 
to Heaven for Aſſiſtance. 


Inſtead 
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Inſtead of flying to the Charmer's Embraces 
with the Gayety of a Lover, I went forward with 
a flow reluctant Pace *till we met, and then gave 
her my Friend's Letter: As ſoon as ſhe had read 
it, ſhe told me, © I might be aſſured it ſpoke 
& rhe Language of his Soul; and 'tis (added ſhe) 
© to the advantagious Light in which he has ſet 
* your Character, tis entirely to that, you are 
& o liged for the favourable Opinion I have of 
you.” 8 

ls it indeed to this generous Man (I reply'd) 
&« that I am indebted for the Share I have in 
& your Eſteem? and can I return ſuch Goodnefs 
& with the vileſt Ingratitude!” Here I pauſed, 
ſtill keeping a reſpectful Diſtance. 

Aſpaſia, with her Eyes fixed on the Ground, 
ſtood in a filent Confuſion : But in this mute In- 
terval imagine if you can what muſt be the Con- 
flict of my Soul! I had ſpoke my laſt, an eternal 
Silence muſt certainly have enſued, if the gentle 
Aſpafia, perceiving my Diſtreſs, had not put me 
out of Pain for an Apology. 

& T ſce (ſaid ſhe) the Diſorder you are in: 
cc This Retreat of Honour ought to have been 
&« mine; I ſincerely wiſh it had been ſo; How- 
& ever you have led me the Way, and I owe my 
c Recovery to your Prudence.” 

cc It was my Importunity, Madam, (replied I) 
cc that drew you into this criminal Engagement; 
& for which I am going to inflict on my ſelf the 
& ſevere Penalty of ſeeing you no more.” | 

e This was what I was juſt reſolving (anſwer- 


cc ed the fair Penitent) bur you have gone be- 
fore 
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« fore me in every Step of Virtue; we muſt in- 
« deed meet no more: Some Diſorder I feel gives 
« me a Pretence to retire immediately to my 
c Chamber, and you may leave this Place early 
« jn the Morning, with a proper Excuſe for not 
c ſeeing me.“ 

she was ſeated under a Shade of Jeſſamine, 
and appeared charming as the Queen of Love. 
My Philoſophy began to ſtagger, when ſhe ha- 
ſtily roſe and left me in an Agony of Mind which 
no Words can expreſs. 

However, I had ſo much Command of my ſelf 
as not to follow her; my Reaſon exerted all its 
Powers; the Divinity within ſpoke with a com- 
manding Force, and bid the wild tempeſtuous 
Paſhons be ſtill; my Soul obey'd the ſacred Dic- 
rates, while Truth and Friendſhip took full poſ- 
ſeſſion of my Breaſt. 

I haſteg early the next Morning from this dan- 
gerous Place, and muſt own to you, this Action 
has given me a Pleaſure in Reflection, ſuperior 
to all the Gratifications of Senſe. 


ALCANDER. 
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LETTER v. 


To CARLOS: From the ſame. 


$2 P TER your ſevereſt Raillery on my 
Conduct, I hope you will pardon 
me for being a reaſonable Creature, 
and not inſiſt on my making an A- 
pology, for following the Dictates 
of Honour and Gratitude, To your cooler 
Thoughts, Virtue may not perhaps appear ſo tri- 
vial and fantaſtick a Thing; in your ſplenetick 
Intervals, Falſhood and Treachery will probably 
loſe their Charms, and put on an Aſpect of Hor- 
ror and Deformity ; when the Sagacity of Youth 
is paſt, and a few Years have impaired your Un- 
derſtanding, you may grow ſuperſtitious, and be 
whimſical enough to fancy Friendſhip and Truth 
are Words of the moſt ſacred Importance: Since 
tis not impoſſible for you to fall into ſuch Errors 
your ſelf, you ought to paſs a charitable Cenſure 
on my Principles and Practice, however different 
from your own. 

I have ventured to ſend you this careleſs 
Tranſlation of Taſſo's Enchanted Foreſt. This 
beautiful Fiction ſeems contrived to arm the Soul 

| 2 with 
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with a noble Reſolution in whatever Occurrence 
its Virtues are called into. Action, Rinaldo's In- 
flexibility I hope will keep me a little in counte- 
nance, though I have not the Vanity to run a 
Parallel between the young Hero's Exploit and 
mine. | | 

Dear Carlos, adieu! be aſſured I am too much 
your Friend to leave any Method: untry'd for 
your Reformation. 

ALCANDER. 


— 


Taſſo's Feruſalem, Book 18. 


The Enchanted Fo REST. 


6 þ HE dawning Light ſcarce hover'd in the Eaſt, 
When young Rinaldu left his wonted Reſt; 
Compleatly arm'd in all his Martial Pride, 
A coſtly Scarf was o'er his Shoulders ty'd ; 
Unſeen he paſs'd along each ſilent Tent, 
And onward to the dreadful Foreſt went. 
Twas now the Seaſon when the ling'ring Night 
Diſputes her Empire with the riſing Light; 
A roſy Bluſh here paints the doubtful Morn, 
There glim'ring Stars th' uncertain Shades adorn: 
This Scene the thoughtful Hero entertain'd, 
As on the Steep of Olivet he gain'd; 
The dawning Luſtre, and declining Night, 
With various Beauties entertain his Sight. 

Part III. E S < 
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& Ye num'rous flaming Lamps above, he cries, 
« Which deck the lofty Temple of the Skies! 
Thou Sun whoſe Face a golden Splendor wears! 
& Thou ſilver Moon, and all ye ſparkling Stars 
& What 'Trifles to your Glories are prefer'd! 
& How little we celeſtial Things regard! 
« A ſparkling Glance, the Lightning of a Smile 
& Of Heav'n itſelf our eaſy Hearts beguile.“ 

Thus reas'ning, he the ſacred Hill aſcends, 
And humbly there with decent Rev'rence bends ; 
Adoring to the Eaſt, he turns his Eyes, 
His'Fhovghts unbounded reach the inmoſt Skies. 
Mean while the Morn in golden Veſtments roſe, 
Her Vilage with'a bright Vermilion glows; 
New Beams Rinaldo's Creſt and Armour gild, 
Which dart their Luſtre o'er the verdant Field ; 

R efrefhing Breezes round him gently play, 
And balmy Odors on their Wings convey; 
While from her Lap Aurora on his Head 

A Cloud of pure celeſtial Dew does ſhed ; 
Dipp'd in th' ethereal Miſt, a lucid White | 
His Robes diſplay, and fem with ſilver Light: 
Such wiien the Morning's chearful Rays appear, 
Such lively Looks the opening Bloſſoms wear; 
So looks, renew'd in all its glitt'ring Pride, 
The Serpent, when he caſts his Age aſide. 

The Knight ſtill to the Wood his way purſued, 
Nor any Horror in its Proſpect view'd; 
The fatal Foreſt, whence with ſudden Dread 
The braveſt Soldiers of the Camp had fled, 8 
Appcars to him a kind inviting Shade. 
| Advancing on, a ſoft melodious Sound 


Fills all the fair enchanted Grove around, 
| The 
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The Noiſe of murm'ring Currents rolling by, 

With fighing Winds which thro' the Branches fly; 

The Swan in dying melancholy Strains | 

In Conſort with the Nightingal complains 

The Organ, Harp, and human Voice, are found 

Mingling their Notes in one harmonious Sound. 

While from Above, as others had before, 

The Youth expects to hear loud 'Thunders roar ; 

Inſtead of theſe, the Songs of Syrens finds, 

The chant of Birds with warbling Waves and Winds. 

Amaz'd, he now his haſty Steps ſuſpends, ' 

And forward now with cautious Paces bends; 

No Obſtacle his Paſſage yet withſtood 

Beſides an ample, ſmooth, tranſparent Flood, 

From whence a thouſand Riv lets break away, 

Which thro” the Shades in wanton Windings ſtray; 

Their Banks were with luxuriant verdure crown'd, 

And painted Flow'rs adorn'd the ſmiling Ground. 
Rinaldo paus'd, when inſtantly appear'd 

A ſtately Bridge on golden Arches rcar'd, 

Preſenting croſs the Stream a ſpacious Way, 

Which he undaunted paſs'd without Delay ; 

Nor ſooner touch'd the River's diſtant Brinks, 

But down the viſionary Structure ſinks ; 

And what before in gentle Waves roll'd by, 

A Torrent ſwells, and lifts its Bous high: 

No Bounds the ſudden Inundation knows, 

Riſing like Floods increas'd by melting Snows. 
The Hero fearleſs ſtill his Courle purſues, 

And whereſve'er he turns, freſh Wonder views; 

For whereſoc'er he turns, a ſudden Spring 

Appears, while blooming Flow'rs their Odors 


bring ; 
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The Lilly courts him, and the fragrant Roſe 

At his Approach with brighter Crimſon glows ; 

Their Cryſtal Arms the bubling Spring diſplay, 

And living Fountains open in his Way; 

The branchy Trees their verdant Pride renew, 

From ev'ry Leaf diſtils ambroſial Dew; 

The Waters, Winds, and tuneful Birds again, 

Join'd with the Voice and Lute, begin their 

ſoothing Strain; 

Nor yet appears to whom the melting Song, 

The human Voice, and charming Lute belong. 
Suſpended he remains, and ſcarce believes 

His waking Thoughts, or what his Senſe perceives; 

When iſſuing from the Foreſt's lofty Shade, 

He finds an ample Plain before him ſpread, 


A wondrous Myrtle in the midſt appear'd, 


Aloft in Air its ſtately Head was rear'd ; 

Its Height the Palm and Cypreſs far ſurpaſt, 

And all beneath a cloſer Shadow caſt : 

Around the leafy Arms extended wide, 

It tow'ring ſtood, of all the Grove the Pride; 

On the prodigious Plant he fix'd his Eyes, 

Till more prodigious Things his Mind ſurprize. 
A pregnant Oak with ſudden Rupture parts, 

While from its Trunk a blooming Virgin ſtarts ; 

Numbers like her their hollow Priſons rend, 


And on the Plain in ſhining Robes deſcend. 


8o dreſs'd, the graceful Cynthia haunts the Groves, 
Such are her Nymphs, and ſuch rhe Goddeſs moves; 
Their folding Veſts above the Knee were ty'd, 
Their ſlender Legs the ſilken Buskins hide; 
Their ſnowy Arms were bare, their Locks behin! 
Diſhevel'd hung, and wanton'd in the Wind: 
YL Like 
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Like theſe appear the beauteous Sylvan Race, 
When o'er the Lawns the flying Prey they trace; 
No Bows indeed they held, nor Quivers wore, 
But warbling Lutes in their fair Hands they bore; 


A Circle round the wond'ring. Knight they made, 
And danc'd in artful Meaſures as they play'd. 


Hail, lovely Youth! (the ſung) our Lady's 

« Care! | 

4 For thee theſe foft Receſſes we prepare, 

„For thee ſhe fondly languiſhes all Day, | 

And waſtes her Life in reſtleſs Fires away; 

„ Theſe Groves thy Abſence lately ſeem'd to 
„ mourn, 

& But all look freſh and gay at thy Return. 


While with theſe melting Strains they charm 
his Ears, 

A ſweeter Voice he from the Myrtle hears, 
And iſſuing thence a lovelier Nymph appears. 
If antient Times with pious Awe inſpir'd 
Silenus in his antick Form admir'd, 
What had the ſuperſtitious Dotage been 
The mad Effect of this ſurprizing Scene 
Her Shape was Human, but a heav'nly Grace 
And Beauty all divine adorn'd her Face. 
With doubtful Eyes Rinaldo views the Fair, 
And ſoon recalls Armida's tempting Air; 
Then with a ſoft alluring penſive Look, 
Which meant a thouſand tender Things, the ſpoke. 


Art thou return'd, the Cauſe of all my Pain? 


„Do I behold thoſe fatal Eyes again? 
Doſt 


cc Doſt thou at laſt, ungrateful Man! relent, 

« And pity my fond Youth in ſorrow ſpent ? 

« Or as an Enemy purſue me here; 

& For this thy Arms and threat'ning Looks 
« declare: | 

«© But. I, no Enemy, no Traitor fear'd, 

& When o'er the Flood the golden Bridge I rear'd, 

« When gawdy Plow'rs along thy Path were 
& ſtrow'd, 

&« And living Springs to entertain thee flow'd.” 

Approaching nearer then, ſhe ſoftly cries, 

c Remove this envious Helmet's vain big. 

And let me view again thoſe charming Eyes. 


With that a moving Tear ſhe fondly ſned, 
While from her Cheeks the haſty Bluſhes fled ; 
Then ſigh'd, and downward caſt her lovely Eyes, 
And ſoft Complaints and kind Reproaches tries : 
Her Words the coldeſt Adamant would move, 
And melt the moſt obdurate Heart to Love. 

The youthful Hero feels the kindling Fires, 
And timely from his dang'rous Foe retires ; 

Again he ſcorns her Wiles, and fiercely drew 
His ſhining Sword, and at the Myrtle flew. 

Armida runs before with eager Haſte, 

Then twining round her darling Plant embrac'd ; 
4 Oh ſtay, ſhe cries, ſtay thy inhuman Hand, 
& Or let thy Weapon in my Breaſt be ſtain'd : 
Unmov'd and deaf to all her Pray'rs he ſtood, 
And lifts his Sword to hew the fatal Wood. 

Th' Enchantreſs ſoon another Method tries, 
And as in Dreams uncouth Chimera's riſe, 
She ſtalks a monſtrous Bulk before his Eyes ; 
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A dusky Gloom her changing Face o'erſpread, 
Vaniſh'd the ſnowy White and youthful Red; 
Then like Briarens, with his hundred Hands, 
A mighty Giant in his View ſhe ſtands, 
And fifty flaming Swords at once ſhe weilds, 
And ſhakes aloft as many blazing Shields ; 
Her Nymphs appear like horrid Cyclops arm'd, 
But nothing his undaunted Heart alarnrd. 
The Martial Youth his ſounding Strokesrenew'd, 
While hollow Groans the ſounding Strokes enſued; 
Stupendous Terrors fill the darken'd Place, 
Reſembling now the black infernal Space; 
Thunder'd the low'ring Heavy” ns with dreadful 
| Sound, 
Echo'd in ſubterranean Vaults the Ground; 
Trembled the Earth, lighten'd the flaſhing Skies, 
While warring Winds from every Quarter tiſe. 
Rinaldo ſtands the raging Tempeſt's Frown, ' 
Till one fierce Stroke fells the tall Myrtle down; 
Th' Enchantment ends, the Phantoms diſappear, 
The Storms were huſh'd, the Heav'ns ſerenely 
c_— ** 
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LETTER VND 


ht a * 


To ALBANUs. 


5 OU ſeem at preſent ſuſpended be- 

JW tween Virtue and Vice, your Mind 
is in ſuch a myſterious Situation, 
that it is not eaſy to determine to 
An what Claſs you belong: One can 
hardly call you a Saint, the Flattery would be 
too apparent; and yet it would be alittle uncha- 
ritable to put you in the oppoſite Rank, where 
your own Modeſty has placed you: But my Bu- 
ſineſs is not to diſpute what you are, but to give 
you the Information you deſire, and from my 
own Experience to reſolve on which Side the Ad- 
vantage of Pleaſure falls. 

You imagine I bave ated in both che Charac- 
ters of Saint and Sinner, and try'd the Extremes 
of Virtue and Vice: In the laſt I am too much 
experienced, but this makes me more capable of 
paſſing a Cenſure; for I was a Sort of Philoſophick 
Libertine, and purſued Pleaſure for the ſake of 
Demonſtration; I pauſed, I reaſoned, I made 
critical Reflections on every Enjoyment ; I pro- 
poſed ſomething beyond gratifying a low and fen- 

2 ſual 
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ſual Inclination; mine was a deliberate Search 
after Happineſs; while the Method was wrong 
my End was right; but every guilty Experiment 
brought its own Conviction, and left me reſtleſs 
and diſappointed. 

Sometimes I exclaimed in Proſe, ſometimes in 
Verſe; I burleſqued the Vanities of Life, and the 
Weakneſs of human Nature; I turned Moraliſt, 
looked grave, and acted ſoberly: But this was a 
Situation too cold for my Temper, it was neither 
fleeping nor waking; this ſupine Indolence was 
but a poor Exchange for the jovial Activities I 
had reſigned, nor could I aſſent to that ſpiritleſs 
Maxim, that Virtue was its own Reward, if there 
was no future Expectation : Let us Eat and Drink, 
for to morrow we die, appeared to me a much 
more rational Concluſion, 

However, this Deliberation, this Pauſe, this 
moral Eſſay and Reſtraint of my Paſſions, was 
the firſt Step I made towards real Happineſs: In 
the Abſence of ſenſual Amuſements, my Thoughts 
found Leiſure for a nobler Application, my Soul 
grew familiar with itſelf, and ſought Acquain- 
tance with intellectual Beings; diſtreſſed with the 
Viciffitude of mortal Things, it traced back its 
own divine Original, and claimed paternal Re- 
fuge from the great Spring of all Exiſtence: 1 
felt the Attraction ſtrong as the Bands of Nature; 
that Felicity I had blindly ſought, the unknown 
Go I had ignorantly worſhipped, now revealed 
hiniſelf to me, as the ſovereign Good, and my 
peculiar Bliſs, 


Part III, F How 


eee 

How an Almighty Agent acts, no Language of 
Men can deſcribe, but I felt the ſacred Influ- 
ence, I heard the heavenly Sound, the ſoft me- 
lodious Voice, calling me away from earthly Va- 
nities, while a Ray of celeſtial Beauty ſparkling 
on my Soul, eclipſed the Glories of the World, 
and darkened all the Pride of Nature; the Miſts 
of Ignorance and Error vaniſhed before the di- 
vine Illumination, which with a pleaſing Evi- 
dence compclled my Aſſent to the glorious Truths 
it propoſed ; my Apprehenſions were enlarged, 
and a Sanctity of Diſpoſition infuſed ; thoſe 
Heights of Virtue which I once thought imprac- 
ticable, now appeared eaſy, and attended with 
ineffable Delight, ſuch as gave me ſome delicious 
Prelibations 


Of thoſe immortal Banquets, thoſe rich Draught 
Of vital Pleaſure, which my thirſty Soul 
Shall drink for ever in. 


Theſe are no fantaſtick Deluſions, but real 
and divine Enjoyments, ſuch as enlarge the 
Mind, and give it a nobler Diſpoſition, while 
conſcious of its own Grandeur it reſts in nothing 
below boundleſs and immortal Felicity. 

This is what you ſeem anxiouſly to enquire af- 
ter: How happy ſhall I be if my Experience can 
direct you in ſuch an important Search! You 
will excuſe the ſending you theſe negligent Lines 
on a Subject ſo ſuperior to my Genius, 


On 
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On HaPePINEss. 


Hatever different Paths Mankind purſue, 
Oh Happineſs, *tis thee we keep in view! 
*Tis thee in every Action we intend, 
The nobleſt Motive and ſuperior End! 
Thou doſt the ſcarcely finiſh'd Soul incline, 
Its firſt Deſire, and conſcious Thought is thine ; 
Our Infant Breaſts are ſway'd by thee alone, 
When Pride and Jealouſy are yet unknown. 
Through Life's obſcure and wild Variety, 
Our ſtedfaſt Wiſhes never ſtart from thee: 
Thou art of-all our waking Thoughts the Theme, 
We court thee too in ev'ry nightly Dream: 
Th' immortal Flame with equal Ardour glows, 
Nor one ſhort Moment's Intermifſion knows : 
Whether to Courts or Temples we repair, 
With reſtleſs Zeal we ſearch thee ev'ry where; 
Whether the Roads that to Perdition lead, 
Or thoſe which guide us to the Stars we tread, 
Thine is the Hope, th' ineſtimable Prize, 
The glorious Mark on which we fix our Eyes! 
Thy Charms th' enamour'd Libertine entice 
'Thro? all the wild deſtructive Paths of Vice; 
Th' advent'rous Man refines on Sin, and makes 
In ſearch of thee, to Hell new beaten Tracks; 
Enchanting Pleaſure dances in his Sight, 
And tempts him forward by a treach'rous Light : 
But while thy flat'ring Smiles his Thoughts inflame, 
Thou prov'ſt to him a mere fantaſtick Name, 
A fair Deluſion and a pleaſing Cheat, | 
A gaudy Viſion and a ſoft Deceir ; 
1 2 Which 
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Which while the Wretch purſues with eager 
Pace, | 43.5 

And ſeems to overtake thee in the Race, 

An airy Phantom mocks his cloſe Embrace; 

His Arms in vain the ſportive Shade would fold, 

Still like a gliding Ghoſt it flips his fondeſt Hold: 

The Diſappointment heightens yet his Rage, | 

And tempts him with freſh Ardour to engage; 

Succeſsleſs, but unwearied in the Strife, 

He ſtill purſues thee to the Verge of Life; 

With Life compel'd his Dotage to reſign, 

The laſt deſpairing Sigh he breaths is thine. 

The pious Man directs his Vows to thee, 

And proves thy moſt pathetick Votary. 

Virtue itſelf, even Virtue he regards, 

But as thy Favour the Fatigue rewards. 

To ſilent Shades and Solitudes obſcure, 


Far from the World thou doſt his Steps allure; 
But there he lives retir'd, a glorious Epicure, 
And gladly quits the fleeting Joys of Senſe 

In ſearch of Bliſs more laſting and intenſe ; 
Not ſuch as the fond Lover's Heart beguiles, 
When without Art his yielding Miſtreſs ſmiles ; 
Not ſuch as fills the youthful Hero's Mind, 
When Wreaths of Victory his Temples bind: 
His Thoughts a nobler Luxury would prove, 
Such as the bleſs'd Immortals know above; 

A Spark divine like theirs his Breaſt inflames, 
Enjoyments all divine like theirs he claims, 
Licentious and unbounded in his Aims. 

To Pleaſure's ſacred Spring his Soul aſpires, 


There only hopes to quench his infinite Deſires: 
Not 
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Not envious Hell the Paſſion can ſuppreſs, 

Fir'd by thy Name, Alluring Happineſs ; 
Undaunted he maintains the generous Strife, 
And ſtruggles for thee to the Cloſe of Life; 
Then joyful claſps thee in his dying Arms, 

And yields his Breath poſſeſs'd of all thy Charms. 


This is the Concluſion, to which I ſtand, after 
the exacteſt Trial of ſenſual and intellectual 
Pleaſures; without Heſitation I give my Voice 
on the Side of Virtue, and this in the gayeſt Pe- 
riod of my Life, unruffled with Adverſity or 
Diſappointment, in the Affluence of Fortune, 
and the Luxury of Youth; with a Mind capa- 
cious of Bliſs, and panting after Happineſs. 

In this Situation you cannot object againſt the 
Severity of my Temper: However, as few Peo- 
ple care to be wiſe at other People's Expence, I 
cannot expect, that without any farther 'Trial, 
you will acquieſce in the Judgment of 
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LETTER VII. 
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To Lvcivs. 


T was you that propoſed this Subject 
to my Muſe, but I have hardly the 


by 


Tour moſt Tumble Servant, 


LLiNDAMOR, 


— —————— 


A Porm on Love. 


Sſiſt my doubtful Muſe, propitious Love, 
'A Let all my Soul the ſacred Impulſe prove, 
For thine's a Holy unpolluted Flame, 
Howe'er the Libertine prophanes thy Name, 
Howe'er with impious Cant, Hypocriſy 
And ſenſeleſs Superſtition blemiſh thee : 
The pure Reſult of ſober Reaſon thou ; 


Thy Laws the ſtricteſt Honour muſt allow, 
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Thy Laws each vicious thought controul 
From thee Devotion takes its flaming Wings; 
Thou giv'ſt the nobleſt Motion to the Soul, 
And govern'ſt all its Springs. 
To great Attempts thou gen'rous Minds doſt move, 
And only ſuch are privileg'd to Love; 
Th' heroick Race, the brighteſt Names of old, 
Were all thy glorious Votaries enroll'd. 


Without thee, human Life > 

A tedious Round of circling cares would be; 

A curs'd Fatigue, continual Strife, 

And tireſome Vanity, 

Thy Charms our reſtleſs Griefs controul, 

And calm the ſtormy Motions of the Soul ; 
Before the Pride and Enmity, 

With all infernal Paſſions, fly ; 

And could'ſt thou in the Realms below 

But once diſplay thy beauteous Face, 

The Damn'd a ſhort Redreſs might know, 
And every Terror fly the Place, 

From thee one bright unclouded Smile 

Would all the Torments there beguile, 

Thy Smiles th* eternal Tempeſts could aſſuage, 
And make the Damn'd forget their Rage; 

The ſulphurous Waves would ceaſe to roar, 

And calmly glide along the filent Shore. 


Had Orpheus (as 'tis fabled} thro' the Ground 
To Hell the gloomy Paſſage found, 
His warbling Voice, his melting Lyre, 
Nor artful Touches on the trembling String, 
Had 
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Had neer obtain'd his bold deſire, 
Nor charm'd the Furies with their ſullen King. 
But Love, his tender Theme, had Love been 
nam'd, 
That potent Sound alone had all their Malice tam'd. 


On thee the Graces and Delights attend, 
On thy propitious Influence 
Our gayeſt Hours depend; 
Whatever charms the Soul or Senſe, 
Beauty and ſacred Harmony, 
Accompliſh'd Love! belongs to thee, 
To thee his ſhining Genious Strephon owes 
His juſt Ideas and Expreſſions fit; 
To thee Cleora owes that ſprightly Wit, 
Which from her Lips in eaſy Language flows. 


The mute Creation owns thy Sway, 
And Things inanimate thy Laws obey ; 
At thy Command the firſt Confuſion ceas'd, 
Chaos and wild Diſorder were appeas'd ; 
Diſcord and fierce Antipathy grew mild, 
The Gleams of Light thro* yielding * 
neſs ſmil'd, 2 
And warring Elements were reconcil'd: 
Nature begun a ſteady Courſe, 
Govern'd by central Charms and ſympathetic 
| Force. | 
But in the bliſsful Skies alone 
Almighty Love! thy Power is fully known ; - 
There they view thy charming Face, 
Painted with endleſs Smiles, and ever-blooming 
Grace: 
I Thy 
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Thy gentle Torch burns there for ever bright, 
And ſcatters round a mild propitious Light; 


All feel its pleaſing Influence, 
While pure — thy golden Shafts diſpenſe. 


Th' mw Lovers, crown'd with fragrant 
Flow'rs, 
In roſy Shades and bliſsful Bow'rs 
To thee devote their Happy Hours, 
While active Joys too noble for Diſguiſe 
And vital Pleaſures ſparkle in their Eyes; 
To thee alone, great Love, their Heaven they owe, 
The boundleſs Source whence all their Bleſſings 
Thy ſacred Flame | (flow, 
Does every heavenly Breaſt inſpire, 
And tune the Strings of each celeſtial Lyre; 
In flow'ry Vales to every bliſsful Stream, 
With melting Notes they celebrate thy Name: 
Backward they roll the long Extent 
Of Ages infinite, and ſing thy great Deſcent. 


No fabled Venus gave the Birth 
At Cyprus, yet the Goddeſs was not nam'd, 
Nor at alia nor at Paphos fam'd ; 
Nor yet was feign'd from foaming Seas to riſe, 
For yet no Seas appear'd or Fountains flow'd, 
Nor yet diſtinguiſhed in the Skies, 
Her radiant Planet glow'd. 
But thou waſt long e'er Motion ſprung its Race, 
E'er Chaos and immeaſurable Space | 
Reſigned their uſeleſs Rights to elemental Space, 
Before the ſparkling Lamps on high 
Were kindled up and hung around the Sky; 
Part III, G Before 
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Before the Sun led on the circling Hours, 

Or vital Seeds produc'd their active Pow'rs ; 
Before the firſt Intelligences ſtrung 

Their golden Harps, and ſoft Preludiums ſung{_ 

To Love, the Mighty Cauſe whence there Ex- 


Th' Ineffable Divinity 

His own Reſemblance meets in Thee: 

By this thy glorious Lineage thou doſt prove, 
Thy high Deſcent, for GOD himſelf is Love. 


— 


LET 
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From S1LVIANA, giving an Account of her Man- 
ner of Life before ber Marriage with the Earl 


of —— 


MavDpaM, | 
FO U R Curioſity is very obliging in 
AS defiring to know my Manner of 
Life, till I had the Honour of being 
married to my Lord %% . The 
ERS Account indeed would be perfectly 
inſignificant without that Circumſtance; *tis only 
my Relation to him, that gives me a Concern for 
the Decorum and Propriety of my Conduct, in 
the high Station to which he has advanced me. 

I muſt own, that my ſcrupulous Diſſent from 
ſome faſhionable Freedoms, makes my Behaviour 
appear ſomewhat ſingular and preciſe, among the 
gallant part of the World ; but I hope in this ge- 
neral Toleration, I may without Indemnity be a 
Chriſtian (tho' not a Prude) at Sixteen: If this 
is an Error, the Prejudice of Education muſt 
be my Excuſe, which keeps me from giving my 
Aﬀent to many of the genteel Maxims of the 

| G 2 Age; 
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Age; nor will] you be ſurprized at my Nicety, 
when you know by what ſtrict Precepts the early 
Part of my Life has been govern'd. 

My Father was a Country Clergyman, a Per- 
ſon of exemplary Piety, who with a Benefice of 
three hundred a Year treated his poor Pariſhio- 
ners with great Hoſpitality, and made a decent 
Proviſion for his own Family. My. Mother was 
bred a Difſenter, and continued ſuch, till either 
her Eſteem for my Father, or the Force of his Ar- 
guments, prevailed with her to join in Commu- 
nion with the National Church, 

I was the eldeſt of three Daughrers, which 
were all the Children they had ; we were care- 
fully inſtructed in the Rules of Juſtice and Truth, 
and bred in the greateſt Sanctity of Manners ; no 
Excuſe but Sickneſs, ever detain'd us on Sundays 
from the Publick Worſhip, nor were the; Intervals 
ſpent in any idle Amuſements; the whole Day 
was ſacred, and obſery'd with juſt Solemnity thro' 
the reſt of the Week; Prayers were conſtantly 
read Mornings and Evenings in the Family, nor 
would my Mother cyer ſuffer Cards or Dancing in 
the Houſe. | 

My two Siſters were the prettieſt demure 
Things that ever were ſeen, they apply'd them- 
ſelves with great diligence to aſſiſt my Mother in 
any of her Domeſtick Concerns: But my Tem- 
per being more ſprightly, Houſewifery and Plain- 
work were my Averſion ; Reading was my prevail- 
ing Attachment, and I had turned over every Book 
in my Father's Library except Latin and Greek: 
But here was not one Play or Novel for my En- 

tertainment; 
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tertainment ; however I was ſupply d with A- 
muſements of this kind, by my Lady Horthy's 
youngeſt Daughter, who was our Neighbour, and 
was pleaſed to Honour me with ſome degree, of 
Intimacy. But I peruſed theſe Authors with great 
Secrecy, and not without ſome inward Re 

this ſort of Reading being againſt my Father's 
ſevere Injunctions, and the pious n I had 
been taught. 

This was my manner of Life "ill I was Fifteen, 
when a Brother of my Mother's, a Turkey Mer- 
chant, died, and having no Child left me twen- 
ty thouſand Pounds, with only ſome ſmall Le- 
gacies to my Siſters. This Advance of Fortune 
gave me ſome Diſtinction with my Lady Worthy, 
who about the ſame time had a fine Summers 
Houſe Painting ; the Story was Diana Hunting 
with her Nymphs. Her Ladyſhip deſired my 
Mother that I might be drawn for one of the 
Virgin Train. 

Some time after this Painting was finiſhed, 
my Lord , came accidentally into theſe Parts 
of the Country, and waiting on my Lady Wor- 
thy, as they were in the Summer-Houſe, he took 
particular Notice (I know not why) of the 
Nymph for whom I had ſate to the Painter. Her 
Ladyſhip finding my Lord a little inquiſitive, or- 
der'd a Servant to call me to drink Tea with 
them; I obey'd without the leaſt Suſpicion what 
was the Motive of her Command. 

I had hitherto look'd on every mortal Man 
with Equality and Indifference, nor found any 
thing to anſwer the Deſcription of Poetical 

| Hero's 
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Hero's and Dramatick Beaus : But the Moment 
I faw my Lord, every Grace, every Charm, ap- 
pear'd real, which before had pleas'd my Imagi- 
nation in agreeable Fictions: The enchanting 
Form, the fata! Glance, the reſiſtleſs Smile, the 
gentle, the prevailing Accent; Love with his 
whole Artillery ſeem'd to inſult me, and never 
more intirely ſubdued a Mind fo artleſs and un- 
experienc'd: However, to conceal my Diſorder, I 
withdrew as ſoon as the Company would permit: 

But how transform'd was my Sou! from that 
guiltleſs Calm I had till now enjoy d! the Equa- 
lity of my Temper was broken, my Thoughts 
had all a different Turn; I went to Church in- 
deed, but ſaid my Prayers, as mechanically as a 
Clock ftrikes; I joined in finging the Pſalms, 
but with no more underſtanding than the Chimes 
repeat a Tune to which they are ſet: Not only 
the next World, but this was effac'd from my 
Memory; there were no Flowers in the Field, 
nor Stars in the Sky ; my whole Attention was 
fixed on the lovely Youth, his Idea was ſtill in 
view ; or if any other Obje& interrupred the plea- 
fing Revery, it was only to give me Vexation : I 
was angry with every Mortal for not looking fo 
handſome, nor talking ſo agreeably as the charm- 
ing Man I admir'd, 

I was ſome tedious Days in ſuſpence, whether 
my Lord had one favourable thought of me; 
But my doubts were agreeably fatisfied, when I 
found he had deſir d my Lady Worthy to procure 
my Father's Conſent in order to make his Ad- 


dreſſes to me: My Father embrac'd the Offer 
4 with 
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with a juſt Senſe of the Honour that was 
him. a g 
For my part I had never practiſed any Diſ- 
guiſe, and was unacquainted with all Forms, but 
ſuch as were the Dictates of Nature and Virtue; 
nor was it poſſible for me to conceal the tender 
Inclination, it was as viſible in my Silence, as the 
moſt pathetick Words could have made it. Af- 
ter I knew my Lord's Character, and was con- 
vinced of his Aﬀection for me, 1 had a fort of 
Vanity in owning a Senſe of his Merit; this'T 
thought juſtified the Height of my Paſſion, nor 
could I find any Reaſon to violate my native 
Sincerity, and affect Indifference, where it would 
have been a Crime to have been really inſenſible. 
My Noble Lover expreſſed ſome Impatience to 
conclude the Affair, which was done with great 
Secrecy and Expedition. He ſuffered but one 
Servant to attend him, and was ſo obliging to ſtay 
'a Month after our Marriage in my Father's 
Family: The Scenes of low Life were a di- 
verting Novelty to him, while Love and Inno- 
cence made the Hours glide ſmoothly on. This 
Period was all Paſtoral and Romantick, the Gol- 
den Age ſeem'd to be renewed with "Ovid's 
Ot NONE: I could have wiſhed the noble Youth 
diveſted of his hereditary Honours, poſſeſſed on- 
ly with a ſnowy Flock, and graced with no Di- 
ſtinction, but that of the Loueh Suain; 


Then unmolefted we bad lid d, and free | 

From thoſe veratious Forms which Greatneſs brings ; 

While Rocks and Meadows, Shades andpuriing Springs, 
The 


eres 


The flow'ry Valley and the gloomy Grove, 
Had heard of no ſuperior Name to Love. 


However, I did not yet know the Toils of 
Grandeur, nor feel the Effects of my ſplendid - 
Vaſſalage; I lived my own Way, dreſſed and un- 

dreſſed my ſelf. My Mother, ſince the Advance 
of my Fortune, had kept me in fine Lace Caps 
and clean Silk Night-gowns; and as I had plen- 
ty of flaxen Hair falling into natural Curls, my 
Dreſs was eaſily adjuſted, and ſeemed to pleaſe my 
Lord exceedingly. The little waiting on I had 
was by Cicely my Mother's head Servant, I had 
no Notion of the Grand Monde, nor the Part I 
was to act in it. 

I had never ſeen London; the Mall, Hide-Park, 
the Drawing-Room, and Theatre, were leſs known 
to me than the Planetary Worlds. 

In this State of Nature, of Darkneſs and Ori- 
ginal Simplicity, imagine to your ſelf what muſt 
be my Perplexity, when my Lord carried me 
with him to make my firſt Appearance in Town, 
among the Congratulations of his numerous 
Friends! I found my ſelf among a Rank of People, 
to whoſe Language, Habits and Manners, I was 
as much a Stranger, as if I had been in a foreign 
| Country. | 

My Lord had deſired a Siſter who lived with 
him, to procure every thing proper for me to ap- 
pear with, and ſhe ſpared no Coſt in Jewels, or 
whatever elſe Vanity itſelf could wiſh, ſhe had 
deen ſollicitous in her Choice of a Woman and 


- Chamber-maid for me, and they were really 7 
| I ; 
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of the fineſt People I had ever ſeen in my Lif 
my Woman (being much older than my fell) f 
look'd on as my ſuperior, and could hardly for- 
bear making an Apology for the Trouble I gave 
her ; I ſpoke to her in very gentle and ſubmiſ- 
five Terms, nor was it poſſible for me to get rid 
of the ſecret Veneration, which the Gravity of 
her Countenance gave me: However my lively 
Temper was apt to make ſome gay Excurſions ; 
when I was firſt initiated in the Myſteries of Dreſs, 
I was not quite ſo ſerious, as ſhe ſeemed to think 
the Importance of the Affair required. 

While my Head was dreſſing I was merely paſ- 
ſive, as long as Mrs. Dupin ſuffered me to fit read- 
ing: I left the Ball on my Shoulders to be adorn- 
ed as ſhe thought fit, which after two Hours Toil; 
I ſometimes found ſwelled to ſuch an enormous 
Size, with Flowers, Feathers, and Bits of Rib- 
bon, that I could not help begging her to reduce 
it to a Dimenſion more agreeable to my Shape,, 
which being ſlender, did not require a Globe of 
that Magnitude to adorn it. 

But I was generally more inclined to cry than 
laugh on this Occaſion : The Hours thus ſpent 
were an inſupportable Fatigue to me, nor could 
I anſwer to my Conſcience for ſuch a vain Ex- 
pence of Time; my Being had a ſuperiour End; 
I was formed for Immortality, which grand Con- 
cern forbid me ſpending more Houts at the Toi- 
let than in tmy Devotions: I had been taught 
theſe antiquated Maxims, and howevet ridiculotis 
they might appear in the gay Moments of Health; 
the Apptoaches of Death I knew would ſet 

Part III. H them 
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them in their full Force and unqueſtioned Evi- 
dence. 

However I had no Deſign in Dreſſing but to 
pleaſe my Lord ; it was only with regard to him, 
I was concerned fot the Figure I made in publick ; 
the Flattery I heard on my Beauty gave me more 
Confuſion than Joy, nor could I account for the 
Deſign of thoſe Addreſſes. 

I very innocently* bold a Beau that followed 
me, that I was married; at which he burſt into 
a loud Laugh: It was ſome Surprife to me to 
find him ſo gay at the Diſcovery of what I 
thought would have ſunk him into Deſpair ; I 
could not but wonder, that the Man who hgd | 
juſt before been languiſhing and dying, ſhould be ſo 
overjoyed to find his Pretenſions loſt and his Caſe 
hopeleſs; for I really thought he made Love with 
an honeſt Intention to marry me, only he had 
miſtaken my Circumſtances. 

My next Lover was the moſt intimate Friend 
my Lord had ; the fine Things he ſaid I took for 
Raillery, indeed it appeared ill jeſting with ſuch 
ſacred Things as Friendſhip, and the Honour of 
a Family: However, I concealed his Extrava- 
gance, and treated him with a Coldneſs fo real 
and unaffected, that he ſoon recovered himſelf. 

But you may eaſily imagine, what a Sound theſe 
gallant Propoſals muſt have, to one ſo unacquaint- 
ed with the Modiſh World, and who had never 
heard thoſe Vices named, but with Terms of In- 
famy and Reproach. 

After this Account of my ſelf, you will not 
wonder to find me ſo little at eaſe in the high 


Station 


. 
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Station to which I am raiſed : With what Regret 
do I look back to the inglorious Shades, the hum- 
ble Scenes of my paſt Tranquility: I was a Stran- 
ger to Ambition, but Love ſeduced me from thoſe 
peaceful Retreats, where my firſt happy Days 
were ſpent; tis only my Affection for my Lord, 
that heſps me to ſupport this illuſtrious Bondage, 
this ſplendid Miſery ; but as ſincerely as I love 
him, I cannot without a Sigh recall the harmleſs 
Freedom, the unmoleſted Innocence, in which 
the earlieſt Part of my Life was paſt; and am 
ſurpriſed to find my ſelf the Object of moſt Peo- 
ple Envy, while in reality I merit their Com- 
.\Mſſion. I am, without Ceremony, 


Madam, 


Tours, &c. 


SILVIANA. 
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fo Mr. A—— 


Hl been contemplating on the Pe- 


N * 
— 


175 of all human Glory pong the 


— . Death has fixed the Bounds, 
and pronounced the imperial Mandate, Hitherto 
ſhalt thou go and no farther, and Here ſhall thy 
proud Waves be ſtay d: The wildeſt Boaſts of 
mortal. Vanity yield to the dreadful Conqueror ; 
the Glory of Nature with all the Accompliſhments 
of Art, are humbled together in the Duſt: 


Here, in one horrid Ruin lies 


The Great, the Fair, the young, the Wiſe. 
The' ambitious King, whoſe boundleſs Mind 
Scarce to a World could be confin'd, | 

Now content with narrower Room, 
Lies crowded in this Marble Tomb ; 
Death triumphs o'er the boaſted State, 
The vain Diſtinctions of the Great; 


Here 
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Here in one common Heap they lie, 
And eloquent in Silence cry 0 
Ambition is but Vanity. 


And ſee this ſculptur'd Tomb contains 
Of Beauty the abhor'd Remains; 
That Face, which none unmov'd could view, 
Has loſt th* enchanting roſy Hue ; 
Thoſe once reſiſtleſs ſparkling Eyes 
No more can heedleſs Hearts ſurpriſe; 
That Form, which ev'ry Charm could boaſt, 
In loathſome Rottenneſs is loſt. 


See there the Youth, whoſe chearful Bloom 
Promis'd a Train of Years to come ; 
Whoſe ſoft Addreſs and graceful Air, 
Had ſcarce obtain'd the yielding Fair, 
When Fate derides the expected Joys, 
And all his flattering Hope deſtroys. 


There ſleep the Bards, whoſe lofty Lays 
Have crown'd their Names with laſting Praiſe ; 
Who, though Eternity they give, 

While Heroes in their Numbers live, 

Yet theſe reſign their tuneful Breath, 

And Wit muſt yield to mightier Death. 

Ev'n I, the loweſt of the Throng, 

Unskill'd in Verſe or artful Song, 

Shall ſhortly ſhrowd my humble Head, 

And mix with them among the Dead. 


am now reconciling my ſelf to theſe gloomy 
Abodes; I would grow familiar, I would con- 
tract 
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tract an Intimacy with Death, in order to mee 
the griſly Phantom without Conſternation. 

But what I am here contemplating, is only 
the dark Side of the Proſpect, which diſappears 
whenever my Thoughts turn to the bright Re- 
verſe; Death is then no more a meagre Skele- 
ton follow'd with a Train of Terrors, but comes 
in an Angel's Form, with a gay Retinue of Hea- 
venly Loves and Graces; he comes the kind Meſ- 
ſenger of my Liberty and Happineſs, with a 
ſmiling Aſpect beckoning me away from theſe 
ſtormy Regions to the Worlds of unclouded 
Light: The Scenes of Immortality are opened 
before me; the Palm, the ſtarry Crown, with all 
the bright Rewards of Virtue, appear in view: 
Oh when will the happy Period come which 
ends this mortal Story! But my Friendſhip for you 
ſhall out- live the Date of this tranſitory Exiſtence, 
and be the ſame, when I am no more after the 
Formalities of this lower World, 


Pur Humble Servant 


'THEOPHILUS. 


2 
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To Lady „ , from a Sylph, 


8 OU will find this Letter on a Bank of 
dete where I have often the Plea- 
| ſure to ſeat my ſelf ngar you unſeen; 
and never fail of being entertained with 
that N and innocent Wit, that ſparkles in 
your Converſation. However negligent you are 
of your inviſible Admirer, your earlieſt Part of 
Life has been my Care; my Services claim the 
Preheminence of all my mortal Rivals, and give 
me a Right to make my Pretenſions, before 
your Heart admits an earthly Paſſion. 

I have followed your airy Rambles over the 
flowry Lawn, guarded you on the Verge of 
murmuring Streams, and ſcreened your Beauty | 
from the ſultry Noon; I have fan'd you with my 
golden Plumes, and breath'd the Fragrance of the 
Spring about you: By me the Muſick of the 
Groves has been improved, while I have joined 
with the feathered Chorus to divert you; the 
Nightingale for you has prolonged her melodious 
Strain, and from ſome flowry Spray entertained 
you with her nightly Serenade, 


Theſe 
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Theſe harmleſs Gallantries, inſtead of moleſting, 
have indulged your Tranquility ; for mine is an 
Affection ſuited to your guiltleſs Inclination, and 
conſiſtent with the moſt refined Virtue: Indeed 
this is the ſuperior Charm, the powerful Attrac- 
tion, that has gained you a celeſtial Lover; thoſe 
divine Graces, thoſe Sparklings of Goodneſs and 
Generoſity, that ſacred Impreſſion of Virtue Hea- 
ven has ſtamp'd on your Soul, charm me beyond 
your lovely Perſon; and yet I view your bloom- 
ing Beauty with Delight, and find a guiltleſs 
Tranſport in your Smiles: I am captivated with 
thoſe Looks of Benevolence and Peace, which 
ſcatter univerſal Joy and Alacrity about you; 
the Guiltleſs Gaiety of your Temper, and inof- 
fenſive Wit, divert me; I love to mimick the 
Sweetneſs of your Voice, and repeat the charms 
ing Accent in a thouſand ſportive Echoes. 

Were not the View of Ethereal Beauty for- 
bidden to any of mortal Race, I might inſult all 
human Vanity, and defy the moſt glorious Ris 
val among the Sons of Men ; was I permitted to 
2 in the roſy Bloom of celeſtial Youth, with 

my golden Zone, my purple Wings, and glitte- 
ting Tiara, I ſhould outſhine the moſt ſplendid 
Birth-night Beau. | 

But I am not permitted to convince you of my 
Superiority, till your Date of mortal Life is ex- 
pired ; and then if you continue ſtedfaſt to the 
Rules of Virtue, you ſhall be mine by all the En- 
gagements of celeſtial Love; Fl lead you in Tri- 
umph to the bliſsful Fields and charming Bowers, 
ſurpaſſing the moſt poetical Deſcription of Cyprian 

I Grove? 


Moral and Entertaining. 57 


Groves or Heſperian Gardens: What you call 
Palaces and magnificent Seats, are but Dens, but 
Dwelling in the Duſt, compared to the dazling 
Habitations of the aerial Race; the Region is 
for ever calm, the Skies for ever unclouded : 


No ftormy Winter enters there, 
Tis jovial Spring through all the Tear: 
Soft Gales through Groves of Myrtle blows 
The Streams o'er golden Pebbles flow, 
Freſh Touth and Love their ſportive Train 
Lead ver the ever-verdant Plain ; 
Etherial Forms in bright Array 

Along the bliſsful Currents ſtray, 
Or wander through Elyſian Groves, 
Or banquet in the gay Alcoves ; 
And oft in Aramantine Bow'rs, 
Repoſe on fragrant Beds of Flow'rs, 
While Muſick with her ſoothing Strains 
Warbles thruugh the Hoods and Plains ! 
The Hills, the Dales, and Fountains round, 
With heavenly Harmony reſound. 


But Numbers fail, human Language loſes its 
Energy and-grows inſipid, while I would paint the 
Wonders of the immortal World ; neither can I 
deſcribe, nor will you be able to conceive theſe 
tranſporting Scenes, *till the happy Time comes 
when they ſhall be unveiled in ſurpriſing Pomp 
before you. Till then, I am 


Tour invifiblt Admiret. 


Aziet, 
Part 111, 1 LET: 


TENS 


To EusEBIUSs 


IS with great Pleaſure I obey you, 

in diſcovering the preſent Situation 

of my Thoughts, ſince the Tran- 

TA =y Fay quility I enjoy in this Retirement, 

is partly owing to thoſe pious 

Principles, you endeavoured to inſti] into my ear- 
ly Youth, 

Vou was well inform'd of my Paſſion for Lady 
Diana; nor can you have forgot how many 
Excuſes I framed to my Father, to prevent his 
Deſign of ſending me into Foreign Parts, till all 
Events ſucceeded to. my Wiſh, and I was mar- 
ried to the charming Maid : But the Nuptial 
Pomp was hardly paſt before Death blaſted my 
Happineſs, and ſnatched the lovely Prize from 
my Arms. 

The only Way I could then think of, to di- 
vert the Violence of my Grief, was Travelling, 
hoping by Variety of Objects to efface the pain- 
ful Impreſſion : Accordingly I made the Tour of 
France and Italy, amuſing my ſelf with whatever 

"4 was 
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was Grand or Entertaining; I converſed with 
Men of Senſe and Merit, and ſometimes was fa- 
voured with the Society of Women of diſtinguiſh- 
ed Beauty and Reputation; I indulged my ſelf 
in all the little Gayeties of Life, within the Li- 
mits of Reaſon and Morality ; but nothing could 
blot the Image of my charming Wife from my 
Soul; I brought back my Affection for the fair 
departed Saint to the mournful Manſion where I 
enjoyed and Joſt her. 

But here Leiſure and Reflection had a better 
Effect than a thoughtleſs Series of Diverſions : 
Though my Courſe of Life had always been te- 
gular, and governed by the Rules of Sobriety, 
yet till now I was a Stranger (except in Form) 
to any thing of Devotion; nor had ever expe- 
rienced the ineffable Satisfaction of a virtuous 
Mind in its ſecret Addreſſes to the ſupreme Being. 
My Soul had not yer reflected on its own Gran- 
deur, nor conſidered. itſelf farm'd for an infinite 
and unchangeable Felicity. 

Thoſe grave and ſublime Authors, which were 
once the uſeleſs Ornaments of my Library, a'e 
now my ſerious Entertainment; by theſe 1 have 
been directed to look beyond all the periſhing Scenes 
of Nature, to that immutable State of Happineſs, 
which after a ſhort Probation attends the Pract ce 
of Virtue: My 'Thouzhts grow calm, my Paſſſons 
appeaſed, rhe Goods and FEvils of Time vaniſh 
inta nothing, at the Proſpect of boundbeſs and 
immortal Pleaſure. 

The great Temple af the Skics, the ſpargled 
Arch of Heaven is frequently the Place of my 

T3 Des 0+ 
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Devotion; the open View of the gay Creation, 
or the lonely Solitude of a Wood, inſpire me 
with a ſacred Warmth : But Oh, when the propi- 
tious Divinity, by ſome divine Emanation, makes 
me ſenſible of his Preſence, with what Con- 
tempt do I look back on the leſſening World! 
How taſtleſs, how inſipid, are all its Amuſements! 
How calm, how peaceful in thoſe happy Intervals, 
are the Regions of my Soul! its Wiſhes are an- 
ſwered, and all its Deſires appeaſed : I have e- 
nough, I ask no more: Can they languiſh for the 
Streams who drink at the overflowing Fountain? 
His Benignity is better than Life, immortal Pleas» 
ſure is in his Smiles, and whom he favours muſt 
be neceſſarily bleſs'd. 

Thus abſtract from human Things, I converſe 
with the great Spirit of the Univerſe, and in the 
Rapture of my 'Thoughts often addreſs him in 
ſuch Soliloquies as theſe. | 

« *Tis the Dignity of my Nature, Oh Supreme 
« of Beings, to adore and praiſe thee ! But how 
„art thou to be extol'd by mortal Man? the 
Language of Paradiſe, the Strains of Immor- 
““ tality, fall ſhort of thy Perfections; the firſt- 
born Sons of Light loſe themſelves in bliſsful 
& Admiration, in ſearch of thy Excellency ; even 
cc they with ſilent Extaſy adore, while veiled with 
6“ ineffable Splendor. 


e The bright, the bleſs'd Divinity, is known, 
F© Aud comprebended by himſelf alone. 


©« Who 
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«© Who can conceive the Extent of that Pow- 
cc er, which out of nothing brought Materials for 
« a riſing World, and from a gloomy Chaos bid 
te the harmonious Univerſe appear. 


& Confuſion heard his Voice and wild Uproar 
c Stood rul'd, flood vaſt Infinitude comſin d. 
Miro. 


&« At thy Word the Pillars of the Sky were 
„ framed, and its beauteous Arches rear'd ; thy 
«© Breath kindled the Stars, adorn'd the Moon 
„ with Silver Rays, and gave the Sun its flaming 
“ Splendor: 


« Thy Glory in ber ſilent Courſe the Moon, 
& And nightly Lamps in their Obſcure ſojourn. 
& The Morning Star with its bright Circlet cromm d, 
c And early Bluſhes of the Day reveal; 
« The circling Sun thy Greatneſs manifeſts, 
&« Whether aſcending from the Eaftern Wave 
 & With glancing Smiles he chears the dewy Fields, 
&« Or mounted to the Zenith's lofty Height, 
& He blazes with tranſcendent Glory round ; 
„ Or down the ſteep of Heaven he rolls amain, 
% And Ends his flaming Progreſs in the Sea : 
% From Eaſt to Weſt thy Grandeur he proclaims, 
% And thro his radiant Kingdoms ſpreads thy Praiſe. 


Thou did'ſt prepare for the Waters their ca- 

4 pacious Bed, and ſet Bounds to the raging Bil- 
% lows; by thee the Hills were crown'd with 
© Plenty, and the Valleys dreſſed in their flow'ry 
„Pride: 
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. pride; the Summer and Winten, the ſhady 
Night, and the bright Revolutions of the Day, 
& are thine; in all the wonderful Effects of Na- 


ture, we adore and confeſs thy Power. 


& Thou rid ſt upon the wild tempoſtnous Wind, 

& And flying Storms obey thy potent Voice; 
Sublime on Clouds thy dark Pavilion ſet, 

&« With Shades and gloomy Majeſty involv'd; 

& Thy Hands the pointed Lightnings lance around, 
& While. Peals of Thunder ſhake the Firmament ; 
& At thy Approach the kindling Foreſts. ſmoke, | 
& And from their Baſe the trembling Mountains ſtart, 
« The Rivers ebb and flow at thy Command, 

« Obſerve their wonted Courſe, or run reverſe ; 
« At thy Rebuke the frighted Waves divide, 

“ And with ſtupeudous Motion, backward roll 
& Their Cryſtal Volumns, to their inmoſt Spring. 
& Thou all Things can ſt, Thy mighty Mandate heard, 
& Neceſſity and Nature are no more; 
© TY" obedient Elements reſign their League, 
& And Wonderful Effe#ts atteſt thee God!] 


Theſe, my dear Friend, are the Entertainments 
that brighten my Solitude, and free my Soul from 
its former Engagements; thoſe fading Graces, on 
which II once doted, vaniſh before a ſuperior Ex- 
cellence, as Stars before the riſing Sun; inſtead 
of repining I adore, I juſtify the great diſpenſing 
Power that has removed the darling of my Aﬀec- 
tions to fix them on immortal! Beauty, I have 
loſt nothing amiable or attractive, but what is 


found with divine Advantage in the fair Original. 
I know 
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I know you will congratulate me on this hap- 
py Change ; it muſt pleaſe you to find that your 
pious Inſtructions, joined to the Sanctity of your 


Example, have not been entirely loſt on, 

Reverend SIR, | 

Tour moſt Obedient 
Humble Servant, | 


AMINTOR: 


L E T- 
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LETTER XII. 


To the ſame. 


Have obeyed your Commands, in 
* 7 ſending wa encloſed; you will not 
Sy require an Apology, for an Eſſay 
on this tranſporting Subject; Joy 

| and Gratitude will ſpeak, however 
diſproportioned the Expreſſions. 


On our Saviovsx's Nativity. 


Icroxrous Love! How uncontroll'd thy 
Pow'r! | 

How great thy Triumph, on that glorious Hour 
The high-rais'd 'Thrones above look'd down to ſee 
The vanquiſh'd God a Captive led by thee : 
His ſplendor in Mortality diſguis'd, 
The Principalities of Heav'n ſurpriz'd ; 
Th' indulgent Skies ſmil'd on the happy Birth, 


While Peace and joyful Wonder huſh'd the _ | 
2 15 


= 
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Fly, rigid Winter, with thy horrid Face, 
And let the ſoft and lovely Spring take place; 
Oh come, thou faireſt Seaſon of the Year, 
With Garlands deck'd, and verdant Robes appear 
At once produce the Summer's various Coſt; 
Whatever Sweets her flow'ry Stores can boaſt : 
Full Caniſters of Sharon's Roſes ſpread, 

And dreſs with Art th' illuſtrious Infant's Bed; 
Rifle the Gardens, ſearch the painted Fields, 
For all the blooming Glories Nature yields. 

But, O ye Products of the Earth how poor, 
To Heav'n's enamel'd Plains, are all your Store! 
Perpetual Greens, and never-fading Flow'rs, 
Enrich with ſoft Perfumes the immortal Bow'rs z 
And yet he left the bright Etherial Seats, 

For theſe cold Regions, and obſcure Retreats. 
Be huſh'd, ye Winds, no angry Tempeſt rove; 
But ſink in gentle Whiſpers through the Grove: 

With all Arabia load your balmy Wings, 
And Breath the Fragrance of ten thouſand Springs. 

Begin you Sweet Muſicians of the Air, 

Let Nature all her ſoothing Sounds prepare; 
Let tuneful Art her various Meaſures bring, ; 


Each melting Tone, and ev'ry warbling String, 
Let Pſalt'ries, Harps, arid the loud Cymbal ring, 
Let the ſhrill Trumpets raiſe their ſprightly Voice; 
While Carmel, and high Lebanon, rejoice. 

He comes, O Jacob, thy long-promis'd King! 
Celeſtial Envoys the glad Tidings bring: 

O'er Earth's wide Compaſs to the diſtant Main, 
With Truth and perfect Juſtice he ſhall reign, 
The ſparkling Skies ſhall tarniſh and decay, 
The Sun be quench'd, the Stars ſhall fade away; 

9 | K But 


IE 
But he ſhall riſe with a propitious Light, 
Stand at High-Noon, and ſhine divinely bright, 


I ſhall now leave you | to your own ſublimer 
Contemplation on this unbounded 'Theme, and 
ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


SIR, 
Tour moſt Obedient 
| Humble Servant 0 


AMINTOR, 


L E T- 
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LETTER XII 


- 
To a Gentleman in France, from bis Sifter; giving 
him a Relation of her Lover's Misfortunes. 


My dear Brother, 
s my Paſſion for Valerius had in its 
Beginning your Approbation, you 
will not blame my Conſtancy at a 
Juncture when the unhappy Youth 
has no other Conſolation : His Miſ- 
fortunes have brought thoſe Virtues into view, 
which in the Height of Proſperity he never found 
Occaſion to exert; and as his Merit riſes, you 
will not reproach me, in finding my Attachment 
to him more ſteady and refolved, than in the 
Splendor of his Fortune. 
You know how mach my Father picques him- 


Account but his being a —— thoug 
of great Virtue and Wealth: However, this laſt 
Motive, afcer ſome Deliberation, prevailed; I 
was ſuffered to receive his Addreſſes, and every 
Thing was preparing to celebrate the Marriage. 
K 2 Valerius 


* 
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Valerius had always behaved himſelf in ſo obſe- 
quious a Manner to his Father, that he put a 
 confiderable Stock into his Hands, which the 
young Merchant had improved, by two or three 
ſucceſsful Voyages into Tarkey ; ſo that it was in 
his Power, to make a Settlement vaſtly above 
my Fortune, and far beyond my Father's Expec- 
tation: But while the Lawyers were buſy in 
drawing up the Articles, an unexpected Misfor- 

tune put a Stop to the whole Affair. 

The Father of Valerius was an honeſt Man, 
but exceeding credulous, and was (unknown to 
his Son) drawn into many Engagements, for the 
Pebts of an extravagant Brother, to whoſe Inte- 
reſt the compaſſionate old Man was too much at- 
tached : He ſoon found his Error, being ſurpri- 
zed with ſeveral Arreſts on his Brother's Ac- 
count, for more than his whole Eſtate could 
anſwer, 

The unhappy Youth was Mis Ph informed of 
his Father's Diſtreſs, and flew to his Relicf with 
all the Speed that filial Piety could give: One of 
their Friends who was preſent told me, there ne- 
ver was a more moving Interview: After a long 
Pauſe of filent Sorrow, the old Gentleman char- 
ged his Son not to involve himſelf in any Straits 
on his account, but leave him to ſuffer the Effects 
of his own Imprudence, 

* I know (continued he) the Happineſs of 
& your Life depends on your Marriage with the 
ec gentle Lemira, which-will be entirely fruſtrated 
& by your being concerned in this Affair; nor is 
“ your whole Fortune ſufficient to diſengage me 

from 


. 
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cc from this Confinement, but Death will ſoon 
« bring me a full Diſcharge from a Perplexity, 
cc into which my too great Credulity and ill. 
cc placed Compaſſion, has betray'd me: Yet this 
cc and any Thing I can endure with Fortitude, 
& rather than you ſhall ruin your own Fortune 
cc to extricate mine. Pray leave me (ſaid he), 
cc the Concern your Looks diſcover is at preſent 
& my heavieſt Affliction.“ 

The ſorrowful Youth immediately withdrew, 
and ſending for all the Creditors, found that his 
whole Stock, except what was at Sea, added to 
his Father's, would hardly do juſtice to many 
honeſt Traders Demands, who muſt be ruined, 
with their Families, without Satisfaction: But to 
whatever Exigence he reduced himſelf, he reſol- 
ved to diſcharge his Father, which he ſoon ac- 
compliſhed by a handſome Compoſition. 

Valerins's whole Dependance now was on the 
Return of the Turkey Fleet, where he had con- 
ſiderable Effects: But my Father was ſo angry 
with him for engaging in his Father's Affairs, that 
he forbid me ever ſeeing or thinking any more of 
him as a Lover. Nor did the Torrent of his Ad- 
verſity ſtop here, for within a few Days he had 
Intelligence, that two Ships belonging to him, 
richly laden, were in their Return taken by a 
Spaniſh Pirate. 

I was ſoon informed of this Diſaſter, and writ 
immediately to Valerins, in the ſofteſt Language 
that a Paſſion like mine could dictate; and (to 
conceal nothing from you) I offered to marry 
him, and put into his Poſſeſſion that Part of my 

Fortune 
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Fortune which was left by my Aunt, entirely in 
my own Power. If you ſhould condemn this ro- 
mantick Inſtance of Affection in me, you will 
certainly approve the Conduct of my young 
Philoſopher, who in this Criſis of Love and Ad- 
verſity, could act with ſuch Compoſure and true 
Greatneſs of Mind, as you will find expreſſed in 
the following Letter. 


ce 75 LENMIRIA. 


66 HE Diſtreſs I am in, too generous Le- 
9 mira, has not reduced me to ſuch an ab- 
cc ject Diſpoſition, as by accepting the Offer you 
“ make me of your Fortune, to betray you into 
« State of Neceſſity and Contempt, on ſo low 
« Motive as my own Intereſt: Far be ſuch a 
&« ſelfiſh View for ever from my Soul! you 
&« wrong me and your own Charms, if you 
cc think the Paſſion they have inſpired, will ſuf- 
fer me to act any Thing unbecoming its Gran- 
« deur. However, my Fortunes are ſunk, my 
&« Mind keeps its native Elevation, and is un- 
& tainted with any ſelfiſh or mercenary Deſign. 
& If I loved you leſs, I might perhaps (abſtract 
« from your Happineſs) purſue my own, and 
& leave you at leiſure to repent your Raſhneſs, 
c and curſe the mercenary Wretch that was the 
& Inſtrument of your Ruin. 
& Your Father has forbid you marrying me, on 
c the Forfeiture of his Bleſſing; and ſhall I rob 
you of that, and bring the Weight of a pater- 
nal Curſe on your Head! Shall I ſeduce you 
„ from 
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« from the Affluence and Splendor of Fortune, 


cc 
cc 
cc 


cc 
cc 


to ſhare in my Diſtreſſes, and ſtruggle with 
the Inconveniencies of low Life! Could I ſee 
you reduced to Want and Obſcurity, in hopes 
it might be a Solace to my own Miſery, and 
leſſen my Lot of human Cares! No; let me 
ſtand acquitted by Heaven and Earth of ſuch 
Baſeneſs as this. 

& Will you call this Coldneſs? will you term 
it Indifference, and not rather the utmoſt Ef- 
fort of Aﬀection, the Triumph of a generous 
Paſſion? Oh Lemira, you are dearer to me 
than Life! Next to Heaven I love you. In 
parting with you, I abandon every earthly 
Joy; I quit my whole Share of human Hap- 
pineſs, and muſt fink into the laſt Dejection, 
if Religion did not ſupport me with its divine 
Conſolations.“ 

& And here the Morning ſeems to * a 
Gleam of Peace ſalutes me, ſome preſaging 
Hopes: of a proſperous Cataſtrophe ſmile 
through the Darkneſs; nothing is impoſſible 
to an Almighty Power; there are Virtues to 


which Heaven has annexed Promiſes of a pre- 


ſent Retribution: It was in the Practice of 
the great Duties of Morality, I fell into this 
Extremity; and here the divine Veracity has 
engaged itſelf to ſecure me ; all Events are in 
the Hands of the ſovereign Diſpoſer ; his Will 


makes Nature and Neceſſity; no Obſtacle puts 


a ſtand to his Deſigns, nor obſtructs the 
Courſe of Providence; perpetual Beneficence 


& has not diminiſhed his Stores, nor are the 


„ Springs 


rn 

&« Springs of his Mercy exhauſted. I muſt own 
& ] have received ſome Conſolation from the 
& Verſes incloſed, which were written by one of 
« my Friends in very diſtreſſed Circumſtances. 
« 1 muſt bid you an unwilling Adieu. 


© YVYALERIUS. 


ng” 1 


* 


On the Diwine Veracity. 


E huſh'd, my Griefs, tis his Almighty Will, 
D That rules the Storms, that bids you all be ſtill; 
Be calm, ye Tempeſts,— vaniſh ev'ry Care, 
While with triumphant Faith my Soul draws 

near. | 
To God in all the Confidence of Pray'r. 
He has not bid me ſeek his Face in vain, 
Talk to the Winds, or to the Waves complain; 
He hears the callow Ravens from their Neſt, 
By him their eager Cravings are redreſs'd ; 
Young Lions thro the Deſart roar their Wants, 
He marks them,” and the wild Petition grants, 
The gaping Furrows thirſt, nor thirſt in vain, 
(Parch'd by the Noon-day Sun) for timely Rain; 
With ſilent Suits the fair declining Flow'rs 
Requeſt, and gain the kind refreſhing Show'rs. 
And will th* Almighty Father turn away, 
Nor hear bis darling Offspring when they 2 
2 0 | 0 
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No Breach of Faithfulneſs his Honour ſtains, 
With Day and Night his Word unchang'dremains; 
The various Ordinances of the Sky 
Stand forth his glorious Witneſſes on high; 
Summer and Winter, Autumn and the Spring, 
For him by Turns their Atteſtations bring; 
Unblemiſh'd his great League with Nature ſtands, 
And full Reliance on his Truth demands: 
Nothing that breaths a ſecond Deluge fears; 
When in the Clouds the radiant Bow appears. 
Can the moſt High like Man at random ſpeak; 
Forfeit his Honour, and his Promiſe break? 
Does he that falſely ſwears, his Vengeance clairn 3 
And ſhall he ſtain his own tremendous Name? 
The Earth, the Heav'ns were Witneſs when lie 
{wore 

By his Great Self; what would thy Tears have 
more ? 

And had a Greater than himſelf been found; 

That Greater had the high Engagement bound. 

Shall fleeting Winds th' Almighty's Words 

diſperſe, 

Or breathing Duſt his ſolemn Oath reverſe 3 

Can he like Man, unconſtant Man, repent ? 8 


Shall any Chance or unforeſeen Event 

Start up his ſettled Purpoſe to prevent? 

Or can he fail in the expected Hour, 

A Stranger to his own Extent of Pow'r ? 

What Profit can a Worm his Maker bring, 

That he ſhould flatter ſuch a worthleſs Thing? 

Why ſhould he condeſcend to mind my Tears, 

Or calm with ſoft deluding Words my Fears? 
Part III. | L Cafi 
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Can he (of perfect Happineſs poſſeſt) 
Deride the Woes that human Life moleſt, 
Or mock the Hopes that on his Goodneſs reſt. 
Nature may change her Courſe, Confuſion reign, 
And Men expect the rifing Sun in vain; 
But ſhould th* eternal Truth and Promiſe fail, 
Infernal Night and Horror muſt prevail; 
The "Thrones of Light would ſhake; th' Angelic 
Pow'rs | | 
Would ſtop their Harps amidſt the bliſsful Bow rs. 
No more the ſoft, the ſweet melodious Strain, 
Would gently glide along the happy Plain; 
No more would tuneful Halelnjahs rife, 
And Shouts triumphant fill the ſounding Skies: 
Each heav'nly Countenance a ſullen Air 
Of Grief, and anxious Diffidence would wear. 
The golden Palaces, the ſplendid Seats, 
The flow'ry Manſions, and the ſoft Retreats, 
The roſy Shades, and ſweet delicious Streams, 
Would diſappear like tranſitory Dreams. 
Angels themſelves their brighteſt Hopes recline 
On nothing more unchangeable than mine. 
Am I decciv'd ? What can their Charter be? 
Fair Seraphim may be deceiv'd like me, 
If Goodneſs and Veracity Divine 
Can fail, their Heav'n's an airy Dream like mine. 
But Oh! I dare the glorious Venture make, 
And lay my Soul and future Life at ſtake ; 
Be Earth, be Heav'n at deſp'rate Hazard loſt, 
If here my Faith ſhould prove an empty Boaſt! 
Whatc'er your Arts, ye Pow'rs of Hell, ſuggeſt, 
The Truth of God undaunted I atteſt : 


Produce 
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Produce your Annals with inſulting Rage, 

Bring out your Records, ſhew the dreadful Page, 
One Inſtance where th Almighty broke his Word, 
Since firſt the Race of Men his Name ador'd; 
In gloomy Characters point out the Hour, 

Exert your Malice, ſummon all your Pow'r; 
With Rites Infernal all your Pomp diſplay, 

And mark with Horror the tremendous Day: 
Confus'd you ſearch your dreadful Rolls in vain, 
Th' eternal Honour ſhines without a Stain, 
Unblemiſh'd ſhines in Men add Angels view; 
Fuſt are thy Ways, thou King of Saints, and true! 


I incloſed this Letter, my dear Brother, to 
ſhew you, with what Equality of Mind the gene- 
rous Youth behaves himſelf in this Diſtreſs. I 
beg you would haſten your Return to Ergland, 
in Compaſſion to 


Tour unhappy Friend and Sifter, 


LEMIRA. 


W WY 
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e HAM N1us. 


vr juſt Reaſon to fear, my Eſ- 
ſay on this noble Subject will not 
Wl anſwer your Expectation; with 
Whatever Fluency I could expreſs 
- my ſelf, when .inſpired by mortal 
ho the Pomp of Language fails me. Here 
the boldeſt Figures loſe their Emphaſis, and 
grow inſipid on this ſuperior Theme, 
Divine Loves. 
OR. thee, fond Love, my darling Theme, 
My Lute has oft been ſtrung ; 
Thy Pow'r, by ev'ry anſw'ring Stream, 
In gentle Notes I ſung. 
Laurinda taught my Muſe her Art, 
And fill'd with tender Fires my Heart; 
She taught me how to paint thy beauteous Face, 
Thy charming Form, and ev'ry moving Grace. 


But who ſhall guide the daring Strain? 
_ Celeſtial Love! that aims at thee, 
Thou faireft Offspring of the Deity ? 
I call the Pow'rs of Harmony in vain, 
In yain the ſofteſt Accents I employ ; 
The brighteſt Metaphors in vain I chuſe, 
With all the melting Language Lovers uſe 
To tell their Pain, or ſpeak their riſing Joy. Py 
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All the Heights of pure Deſire, 

Holy Love, and heavenly Pire, 

At once my panting Breaſt inſpire: 
Such Ardour ſmiling Martyrs know, 
When defying every Foe, | 
In Triumph on to Death they go. 


Tell me Thou, for whom I prove 

All the fierce Extreams of Love, 

How thy Charms, ſo far retir'd 
From mortal Senſe, have all my Boſom fir'd: 
Greatneſs and Fame, Beauty and Harmony, 
Are all but empty Names compar'd with thee :; 

Be thou but mine, "as 
The whole Creation I at once reſign, 


Vaniſh, thou Earth, and ev'ry gawdy Scene 
Of Hill and Dale, or Grove, or flow'ry Field, 
When by the Spring adorn'd with cheerful Green: 
Vaniſh what'er Delights thou elſe can'ſt yield, 
Thou Sun be dark, and let eternal Night 
Conceal thy vital Splendor from my Sight. 
Thou Moon, and ev'ry gay ethereal Fire, 
Burn out your golden Store ; 
I ſhall be bleſt, when all your Lights expire, 
And Earth and Sea and Skies ſhall be no more! 


7 


Place me, where infernal Night 
And endleſs Horror reign; | 
Where, baniſh'd far from Hope and Light, 

Unhappy Ghoſts complain: 


Ev'n 


% 
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Ev'n there, one gentle Smile of thine 
Th' eternal Gloom would chace ; 

Immortal Day would on me ſmile, 
And Pleaſure fill the Place, 


Should Heaven ſurround me with full Tides of Joy, 
And open all its Glories to my Sight, 
One Frown of thine would all that Heav'n deſtroy, 
And wither my Delight, 
OneFrown of thine,th'immortalGroves ah blaſt, 
And Darknels o'er the bliſsful Regions caſt. 


| You, that ſing in 8 Bowers, 
And in unmingled Pleafures paſs the Hours, 
That know the Height of heav'nly Bliſs, 
Come play me ſome ſoft Air of Paradiſe ; 
Gently ſtrike your ſweeteſt Strings, 
And touch my Soul on all its tender Springs, 
While riſing on the Muſick's downy Wings 
. Fil bid at once Mortality adieu, 
And love and paint the ſacred Flame like you. 


But my dear Herminius, the preſent Perform- 
ance will convince you that I have not yet learnt 
the Strains of Immortality ; and perhaps you will 
not think it neceſſary for me to make an Apology, 
for not being an Angel. However, if I can con- 
tribute to your Entertainment as a meer Mortal, 
you may command 


Tour moſs humble Servant, 


EvANDER. 


LE x- 
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Nou have ſpent ſo many happy 
Hours at the Earl of er fine 
Seat in the Country, that tis un- 
Me neceſſary to deſcribe thoſe -beauti- 
J.9 ful Scenes, with which you are ſo 
well — Here I have paſſed a great Part 
of the Summer Seaſon, in a manner ſuited to 
my contemplative Humour. Having no Taſte 
for Country Diverſions or any kind of rural Sports, 
my Pleaſures were confined to the charming 
Shades and Gardens, with which the Houſe is 
ſurrounded, 

Here I enjoyed an unmoleſted Tranquility; till 
a Fit of Curiofity led me to make an Excurſion 
into the wide Campaign, that opened before me 
from the Borders of the Park, 

If I begin with the roſy Dawn, you will Par- 
don my romantick Stile in relating the ſurpriſing 
Adventure: But without telling a Lie, the Morn- 
ing was yet dusky, the balmy Dew and fragrant 
Gales perfumed the Air with their untainted 
| Sweets; 
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Sweets; while with Thoughts free as the airy 
Songſters that warble on the Branches, I wan- 
dered from riſing Hills to winding Vales, through 
flow'ry Lawns to leafy Woods, till I found my ſelf 
under the Shade of a venerable Row of Elms; 
which put me in mind of Sir Roger de Coverly's 
Rookery; the aged Trees ſhot their Heads ſo 
high, that to one who paſſed under them, the 
Crows and Rooks which reſted on their 'Tops, 
ſeemed to be cawing in another Region. I was 
delighted with the Noiſe, while with the Spe2a- 
tor I conſidered it as a kind of natural Prayer to 
that Being, who ſupplies the Wants of his whole 
Creation; my Thoughts were inſpired with a 
pleaſing Gratitude, to the Beneficent Father of 
the Univerſe; till the Sequel of my Devotion was 
interrupted by the ſight of a beautiful Girl, about 
four or five Years old, fitting on the Graſs, with a 
Basket of Flowers in her Lap; which ſhe was 
ſticking in the ſnowy Fleece of a little Lamb, 
that ſtood tamely by her. 

I began to hope it was one of the Fairy Race, 
or ſome pretty Phantom that haunted the Grove; 
for the adjacent Houſe belonging to this reverend 
Avenue looked more like a Dormitory for the 
Dead than an Habitatjon for the Living; every 
thing about it appear'd ruinous and deſolate; I 
could neither hear the Voice nor trace the Steps 
of mortal Men in this abſolute Solitude, nor had I 
any hopes of knowing into what wild Region I 
was got, unleſs the pretty Figure ſitting on the 
Graſs could give me ſome Intelligence. 


I | 1 made 
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I made my Approaches very reſpectfully: But 
what was my Surpriſe, in drawing near to find 
the Air, the Complexion, every Feature in Mi- 
niature, of the ungrateful Aurelia, on whom I 
once ſo paſſionately doated : A thouſand torment- 
ing Ideas ruſhed into my Mind at the Sight of this 
lovely Creature, who ſmiled on me with the moſt 
_ enchanting Innocence. While 1 ſtood eagerly 
2 at her, which was not long, Aurelia her- 

If entered the Walk, and confirmed my Suſpi- 
cion, that this Child was a living Proof of het 
Infamy. 

Tis about fix Years ſince ſhe eloped fro the 
pablick View, regardleſs of her own illuſtrious 
Family, or the Obligations ſhe was under tb the 
generous Cleone, who treated her with the utmoſt 
Confidence, and was the laſt that ſuſpected her 
Husband's criminal Affair with her. 

Be my own Wrongs forgot, and all the Con- 
tempt with which ſhe treated whatever Propoſals, 
Honour and a diſintereſted Paſſion could make. I 
found her now an Object of Pity, rather than 
Reſentment; the Dejection of her Mind was vi- 
fible in her Pale hagger d Looks, and the wretch- 
ed Negligerice of her Habit. I could hardly per- 
ſuade my ſelf this was th celebrated Thing, that 
once appeared in all publick Places with fuch a 
Parade of Equipage and Vanity. 

She was in the utmoſt Confuſion at this inter- 
view, *till excuſing my ſelf I told her, this In- 
truſion was undeſign'd, and purely the Effect of 
Chance, as I was taking a Morning's Ramble 
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from the Earl of *,*,'s, where I had ſpent ſome 
Time; and that ſhe might depend on my Word, 
not to diſcover her Abode to any one in that Fa- 
mily, | | 

By this time ſhe was a little compoſed, and in- 
vited me to reſt my ſelf after my Walk: I fol- 
lowed her into the Houſe, which looked more like 
the Manſions of Deſpair, than a Retreat for a 
Lady of Pleaſure ; an awful Silence reigned in 
every Room, thro' which I made a ſhift to find 
my way by a dim Twilight, that glimmered thro' 
ſome Windows of as antique a Figure as thoſe of 
an old Abby. The Furniture I fancy has not 
been diſplaced from Times immemorable; it looks 
more like unweildy Lumber, than any thing de- 
ſigned for Uſe or Ornament: There was nothing 
of a modern Date but a Tea-Table, and that in 
ruinous Circumſtances, 4 

It was now about Ten o' Clock: Aurelia order- 
ed Tea and Chocolate to be brought: All her At- 
tendance was a freſh- coloured Country Laſs, who 
withdrew as ſoon as we had breakfaſted. | 

] was impatient to hear a Relation of Aurelia's 
Misfortunes, but durſt not ask any Queſtion, for 
fear it would look like inſulting her Diſtreſs, only 
renewed my Excuſes for interrupting her Privacy. 


To which ſhe reply'd, © That tho' I was the 
cc laſt Perſon in the World ſhe ſhould have choſe 
« to be a Witneſs of her Infamy, yet the thought 
<« herſelf happy, in having an Opportunity to 
& make ſome Apology for her Injuſtice to me, in 
& refuſing thoſe Terms of Honour I ance offered, 

% and 


* 
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and comply ing with ſuch reproachful Conditi- 
& ons, as had made her the moſt miſerable Crea- 
«© ture on Earth. | 

It was my criminal wake . 
cc ſhe) for Caſſander, that made me inflexible to 
& your Intreaties, and my Father's Commands, to 
% marry you. But whatever Wrong this was to 
© your Merit, my Guilt with regard to the ge- 
& nerous Cleone is of a higher Nature: The In- 
ce trigue I had with her Husband was attended 
& with Circumſtances of the blackeſt Treachery ; 
& I had broke through the tendereſt Engagements 
&« of Friendſhip, and granted all that my diſſo- 
& Jute Lover could ask; when finding myſelf 
c with Child, to hide my Infamy, he brought 
«© me to this diſmal Place, an old Manſion - Houſe 
<« belonging to his Family; where I am cut off 
from human Society, except two or three ſtupid 
4 Peaſants, his Tenants, who reſide in ſome part 
ce of this Gathick Structure. Tis now ſix Years 
& ſince I have breathed and ſlept (for I cannot 
« call it living) in this melancholy Conſinement, 
«< without Hopes of a Releaſe, / being entirely 
& dependant on Cafander's Allowance and Ca- 
c price, who but too well knows his own Power 
cc and my Folly ; which makes him, inſtead of-rhe 
c humble Lover, act the imperious Tyrant: His 
& Viſits are ſeldom, his Stay ſhorr, and I am left 


& whole Months to languiſh alone in a deteſted 
“ Solitude. 


& This Child (continued ſhe, weeping and ta- 
« king the lovely Creature in her Arms, ). this 
Child, which micht have been my Joy, proves 

M 2 my 
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my greateſt Affliction; ſhould I die, the is im- 
0 2 norm abandoned to Hardſhip and Neceſ- 
& ſity; ſhould I live, it diſtracts me to think ſhe 
e may follow my ſcandalous Example. How can 
« J give her Inſtructions, to avoid thoſe Vices, 
% which my Practice approves; or recommend 
t that Virtue whoſe ſacred Rules I have fa open- 
5 ly violated : And ftill I love this worthleſs Man; 
«© were I penitent, could I reſolve on a Refor- 
c mation, this Leiſure and Retirement would be 
© a Bleſſing, an Advantage to me; but I am ob- 
cc ſtinate in Guilt, while I deſpair of Happineſs 
& in this World or the next; till I came here, 
“ my Hours were ſpent in Frolick and Gaiety ; 
« a conſtant Series of Diverſions ſhortened the 
% Days, and gave Wings to the jovial Hours, 
« which now have leaden Feet, and burthen'd 
with Grief, lag heavily along. No ſort of Re- 
« flection gives me Joy; whether I look back- 
% ward or forward, all is Darkneſs and Confu- 
„ fion; I am no Way qualified for Retirement: 
« Books are my Averſion, Thinking is my Hor- 
« ror; I am weary of living, and afraid to die 


I heard this Account with a Heart full of Com- 
paſſion, and ſaid what I could to perſuade her, to 
dreak of this criminal Commerce with Caſſander, 
and throw herſelf on the Care of Providence, 
and the Generoſity of her Friends: But I had too 
much yalue for my own Peace, and too great 
a Contempt for a Woman of Aurelia's Character, 
fo make any particular Propoſals for her Free- 
dom; ; 
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dom; and bidding her Adieu, haſted back to the 
Earl's, without ſaying one Word of my Adven- 
ture; which I commit to your Secrecy, and ſub, 
ſcribe my ſelf, 


Tour moſt Humble Servant, 


Por lpo za. 
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Ros AM oN D to HENRY II. 


9 ͤ 4 EAD o'er theſe Lines, the Records 
0 => | of my Shame, 
ie thou can'ſt ſuffer yet my hate- 


6 ful Name; 
2 8 Clean as this ſpotleſs Page, till 
ſtain'd by me, 

Such was my Conſcience, *till ſeduc'd by thee. 
Chaſte were my Thoughts, and all ſerene within, 
Till mark'd by. thee with Characters of Sin. 
Had ſome ſucceſsful Lover in the Prime 
Of equal Years, betray'd me to a Crime, 
Reſiſtleſs Love had been my beſt Defence, 
And gain'd Compaſſion for the ſoft Offence : 
But while thy wither'd Age had no ſuch Charms, 
To tempt a blooming Virgin to thy Arms, | 
I'm juſtly thought a Proſtitute for Gold, 
A mercenary Thing to ſordid Intereſt fold. 

Be curs'd that female Fiend, whoſe practis'd Art 
With wanton Tales ſeduc'd my guiltleſs Heart ; 


Let her with endleſs Infamy be curs'd ; 
Of all the Agents Hell employs the worſt : 


Per- 
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perdition to herſelf the Wretch inſur d, 

When ſhe my youthful Modeſty allur d. . 

Oh fatal Day! when to my Virtue's Wrong, 

I fondly liſten'd- to her flattering Tongue! 

But oh! more fatal Moment, whien ſhe gain d 

That vile Conſent which all my Glory ſtain d 
Yet Heay'n can tell, with what extream Regret 

The Fury of thy lawleſs Flames I met; 

For unexperienc'd in the Ways of Sin, 

A conſcious Honour ſtruggled ſtill within. 

Oh could I! but the il)-tim'd Wiſh is vain, 

Could I my former Innocence regain ! 

Thy profer'd Kingdom, Henry, were a Prize, 

Which balanc'd with that Wealth, I ſhould deſpiſe. 

But I no more my Sex's Pride can boaſt, 

Alas! what has one Moment's Madneſs coſt ! 

+ Not Woodftock's charming Bow'rs can eaſe my 

For I muſt fly myſelf to find Relief: (Grief, 

Oft while the Sun in lenth'ning Shades declines; 

And thro* the waving Trees more mildly ſhines ; 

Alone thro? all the beauteous Walks I rove, 

And hope the Sweets of Solitude to prove: 

But at my Sight, each verdant Proſpect — 


A gloomy View, and every Plant appears 
To bend its Top, o'ercharg'd with dewy Tears; 
Methinks each painted Bloſſom hangs its Head, 
Avoids my Touch, and withers where I tread. 
If Angling near a Cryſtal Brook I ſtand, - 
And with deluding Skill the Bait command ; 
The cautious Fiſh that fly the Snare, upbraid 
My heedleſs Youth more caſily betray'd. 
Amidſt the Garden, wrought by curious Hands 
A noble Statue of Diana ſtands; 


Naked 
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Naked ſhe ſtands, with juſt Proportions grac d, 
And bathing in a Silver Fountain's plac'd; 
When near the flow'ry Borders 1 advance, 
At me ſhe ſeems to dart an angry Glance: 
What Scenes, alas, can pleaſe a guilty Mind! 
What Joy can I in theſe Receſſes find, 0 
For lawleſs and forbidden Love defign'd ? 
In ſome obſcure and melancholy Cell, 
Rather a weeping Penitent I'd dwell, 
Than here a glorious Proſtitute remain, 
To all my Sex's Modeſty a Stain. 

This ſtately Lab'rinth, rais'd with vaſt Expence; 
Diſplays my Shame, and-its Magnificence: 
As through the ſtately Rooms I lately walk'd, 
And with my Woman of its Paintings talk d, 
She ſpy'd the Draught of Tarquir's wanton 

Flame, 

And heedleſs ask d the injur d Beauty's Name C 
This, I reply'd, is that illuſtrious Dame, J 
Renown'd for Chaſtity, I ſhould have ſaid 5 


But here a riſing Bluſh my Face o' erſpread, 
Confus'd I ſtop'd, and left th' inquiring Maid; 
Lncretia's Story on my Life had caſt 
A black Reproach, who yet can live diſgrac'd; 
1 ſhould like her with juſt Reſentment preſt, 
Have plung'd the fatal Dagger to my Breaſt. 
What ſpecious Colours can diſguiſe my Sin; 
Or ſtill the reſtleſs Monitor within : | 
Thy Greatneſs, Henry, but augments my Shame; 
And adds immortal Scandal to my Name: 
My odious Name, which, as the worſt Diſgrace; 


The Clifords cancel from their noble Race * 
Gr 0 
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To what propitious Refuge ſhall I run, 
The Terrors of a guilty Mind to ſhun ? 
In vain the Sun its Morning Pride diſplays; 
I turn my Eyes and ſicken at its Rays; 
The Silver Moon, and ſparkling Stars by Night, 
Torment me too with their officious Light : 
The glimm'ring Tapers round my Chamber 

plac'd, 

Acroſs the Room fantaſtick Shadows caſt ; 
Of all my Dreams, the melancholy Scene 
Preſents an injur'd, 4 revengeful Queen | 

Laſt Night when Sleep my heavy Eyes had 

clos'd, 

To all her Kage methought I ſtood expos'd ! 
Wild were her Looks, a poiſon'd Cup ſhe brought; 
And proudly offer'd me the fatal Draught ; 
The deſtin'd Bowl I took with trembling Hands; 
Comperd to execute her fierce Commands: 
This diſmal Omen aggravates my Fears, 
Before my Fancy ſtil! the furious Queen appears. 
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Mary Queen of France to CHaRLEs 
BRAN DON Duke of $Syffolk. 


The Princeſs Maxx, Henry tbe VIIIth's. younger 
Siſter, being in Love with the Duke of Suffolk, 
was for publick Reaſons married to Lewis XII. of 
France, who died in ſix Months after, The 
Queen being again at Liberty, writes the follow- 
ing Epiſtle to the Duke of Suffolk, hey firſt Lover. 


An Imitation of Draiton's Epiſtle. 


a ET theſe ſoft Lines my kindeſt 
e Thoughts convey, 
And tell thee what I ſuffer by thy 
Stay. 
Did Seas divide us, this might well 
excuſe 
Thy N egligence, and my fond Heart abuſe; 
But Calais from the Kentiſh Strand is ſeen, 
A gentle Current only rolls between. 
Nor needs my S»ffolk, like Leander, brave 
A threat'ning Death in ev'ry breaking Wave, 
When, 


B 
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When, guided only by a glim'ring Light, 
He croſs'd the ſtormy Helleſpont each Night. 
Tall Ships with flying Sails and lab'ring Oars, 
Attend to land thee on the Gallic Shores. 
But thou art chang'd! that Ardour is expir'd, 
Which once thy Wiſhes with Tmparience fir'd, 
When Savoy's blooming Dutcheſs ſtrove in vain 
From me the Conqueſt of thy Heart to gain: 
Invited by Great Henry's Martial Fame, 
The haughty Princeſs with her Brother came, 
To compliment the King for Tournay gain'd ; 
Where in a rich Pavilion entertain'd, 
Thy noble Form th' unzuarded Fair ſurpriz'd ; 
Nor were her tender Wiſhes long diſpuis'd, 
Whatever Flatt'ry, Love, or wanton Art 
Could do, ſhe practis'd to ſeduce thy Heart. 
Great Anthony, by ſuch Allurements gain'd, 
For Cleopatra all his Glory ſtain'd : 
But thy firm Faith no Injury receiv'd, 
For you were juſt, or I was well deceiv'd. 
Nor were my Virgin Vows leſs true to thee, 
When young Caſtile addrefſs'd the Court for me; 
The Charms of profer'd Empire I reſign'd, 0 : 


And all that could Ambition move declin'd, 

A ſofter Paſſion had pofleſs'd my Mind ; 

And while unrival'd in thy Breaſt I reign'd, 
My Thoughts the Luſtre of a Crown diſdain'd. 
But ah! what Changes human Joys attend! 
On airy Chance our brighteſt Hopes depend, 
Victorious Henry's Arms ſtill meet Succels; 
The vanquiſh'd 64% at laſt propoſe a Peace. 


„ By 
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By Woolſey's Policy their Terms ſucceed, 

And both the hoſtile Nations are agreed, 8 

While I the publick Victim am decreed. 

| Condemn'd to ſhare the Chriſtian Monarch's Bed, 

And curs'd with that Magnificence I fled. 

I know my Rank no private Choice allow'd, 

And what a Princeſs to her Country qw'd. 

Theſe ſplendid Maxims ſhould have ſway'd my 
Breaſt, 

But Love entirely had my Soul poſſeſt. 

How oft I wiſh'd my humble Lot had been 

Beneath the glorious Hazard of a Queen, - 

That crown'd by rural Maids with painted 
Flow'rs, 

I rang'd the Fields, and ſlept in verdant Bow rs; 

' Belov'd of ſome young Swain with Brandon's Face, 

His Voice, his Geſture, and his blooming Grace, 

In all but Birth and State reſembling thee ; 

'Then unmoleſted had we liv'd, and free 

From thoſe unhappy Turns which Greatneſs 
brings ; 

While Rocks and Meadows, Shades and purling 

| Springs, 

The flow'ry Valley, and the gloomy Grove, 

Had heard of no ſuperior Name to Love. 

Such Scenes of this inglorious Life I drew, 

And half believ'd the charming Fiction true, 

Till real Ills diffoly'd the pleaſing Dreams; 

The Groves and Valleys fled, the Lawns and 
Silver Streams. 

The gay fantaſtick Paradiſe I mourn'd, 

White Courts and Factions, Crowns and Cares 
return'd. | 

With 
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With Sighs I ſtill recall the fatal Day, 

When no Pretence could gain a longer Stay. 
The lovely Queen my parting Sorrow ſaw, 
Nor Henry's Preſence kept my Grief in awe: 
No Rules of decent Cuſtom could control, 
Or hide the wild Diſorder of my Soul, 
When ſhip'd for France before the dancing Wind 
The Navy fled, and left my Hopes behind. 
With weeping Eyes I ſtill ſurvey'd the Strand, 
Where on a riſing Cliff I ſaw thee ſtand, 
Nor once from thence my ſtedfaſt Sight withdrew, 
Till the lov'd Object was no more in view. 


Farewell, I cry'd, dear charming Youth, with thee 
Each cheerful Proſpect vaniſhes from me. 


Loud Shouts and Triumphs on the Gallic Coaſt 
Salute me, but the noiſy Zeal was loſt ; 
Nor Shouts nor Triumphs forc'd my leaſt Regard, 
Thy parting Sighs methought was all I heard. 
But now at Albeville by Lewis met, 
I ſtrove the Thoughts of Suffolk to forget: 
For here my Faith was to a Monarch vow'd, 
And ſolemn Rites my Paſſion diſallow'd: 
However pure my former Flames had been, 
Unblemiſh'd Honour made them now a Sin. 
But ſcarce my Virtue had the Conqueſt gain'd, 
And ev'ry wild forbidden Wiſh reſtrain'd, _ 
When at F. Dennis, with imperial State 
Inveſted, on the Gallic Throne I ſate; 
The Day with noble Tournaments was grac'd, 
Your Name among the Britiſþ Champions plac'd. 
Invited by a guilty Thirſt of Fame, 
Without Regard for my Repoſe you came. 


The 
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The Liſts I ſaw thee ent ring with Surpri 

And felt the dazzling — of — — 

Ye ſacred Powers (I cry'd) that rule above! 

Defend my Breaſt from this perfidious Love. 
Ye holy Lamps! before whoſe awful Lights, 
I gave my Hand; and ye religious Rites! 

Aﬀiſt me too; nor let a Thought unchaſt, 
Or guilty Wiſh, my plighred Honour blaſt: 

While Paſſion ſtruggling with my pious Fears, 
Forc'd from my Eyes involuntary Tears. 

Some tender Bloſſom thus, with Leaves enlarg d, 

Declines its Head, with Midnight Dew o'er- 

charg d: 
The paſſing Breezes ſhake the gentle Flow'r, 
And ſcatter all around a pearly Show'r. 

From this diſtracting Hour I ſhun'd thy Sight, 

And gain'd the Conqueſt by a prudent Flight: 

But human Turns and Sov'reign Deſtiny 

Have ſet me now from theſe Engagements free. 

The Stars propitious to my Virgin Love 

My firſt Deſires and early Vows approve, 

While buſy Politicians urge in vain, 

That publick Reaſons ſhould my Choice reſtrain ; 

That none but 7ork's or Lancaſter's high Race, 

Or great Plantagenet's I ought to grace: 

Nor Su ffoll wants a long illuſtrious Line, 

And Worth, that ſhall in future Records ſhine. 
They own'd thy Valour, when thy conqu'ring 
Lance | 

Carry'd the Prize from all the Youth of France. 
Thy Merit Henry's conſtant Favour ſhows, 
And Envy only can my Choice oppoſe. 


Thy 
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Thy noble Preſence, Wit, and fine Addreſs, 
The Britiſp and the Galic Court confeſs ; 
Alangon's Shape, and Vendime's ſparkling Eye, 
Count Pau/s gay Mien, and Bourbor's 8 
No longer are admir'd when thou art by. 
There nothing wants to juſtify my Flame, 
The Stateſmen grant but a poor empty Name. 
And what's the gawdy Title of a King? 
What ſort of Bliſs can Royal Grandeur bring 3 
When thou art abſent, what's the Court to me; 
But tireſome State, and dull Formality ? 
This Toy a Crown, I would reſign, to prove 
The peaceful Joys of Innocence and Love. 
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PEN EIO PE to ULYsSsEs. 


From O VI D. 


Iſtracted with his Stay, yet ill the 
* ſame, 

True to her antient Vows and early 
Tr Flame, | 

Penelope ſalutes her abſent King: 

Oh! would himſelf at laſt an Anſwer bring! 
Proud Troy is fall'n, our Grecian Virgins Hate, 
Yet not th' unrival'd Riches of her State, 

Nor all the Glories of her Monarch's Throne, 
Can for the Pains thy Abſence gives attone. 

Oh! had the Waves that gently wafted o'er 5 


The luſtful Phrygian to the Spartan Shore, 

Plung'd in the deep the guilty Load they bore! 

Abandon'd then I ſhould not waſte away 

In unavailing Moans the lazy Day; 

Or loſt to Joy, and widow'd of Delight, 

Curſe the dull lagging Hours of the more tedious 

Night. 

Fruitful of Doubts, my Love ſtill fear*d for you 

Dangers unknown, and greater than the true. 
1 I thought 


7 Moral and Entertaining. 97 

I thought all yy conſpir d againſt thy Head, 

And He#or's Name, but mention'd, ſtruck me 

Trembling I heard of falſe Achilles flain, (dead. 

And wept to find the bold Deceit was vain : 

Hepolemus fell by the Lycian Spear, 

Hepolemus rene wd my anxious Care. 

In ſhort, at every Grecian Hero's Fall, 

Thro' the long War before the fatal Wall, 

A thrilling Coldneſs ran thro' ev'ry Part, 

Chill'd up my Blood, and ſhudder'd at my Heart. 

But my chaſte Paſſion moy'd the pitying Skies; 

My Lord is ſafe, and Troy in Aſhes lies. 

With profp'rous Gales the Argive Chiefs return; 

And to their Country Gods barbarick Incenſt 
burn. 

The Wives in pious Gifts declare their Joy; 

While their ſav'd Husbands tell the Pate of Troy: 

Old Men and frighted Virgins fix'd around; 

In dumb Amazement dwell upon the Sound: 

The Soldiers in gay Feaſts their Cares Compoſe; 

And mark in Wine the Scenes of atitient Woes : 

This is Sigæum, here ſwift Simois flow d, 

There high ere& old Priam's Palace ſtood ; 

Here fierce Pelides urg'd the dreadful War, 

There fix'd the bleeding Hector to his Car: 

There mov'd Ulyſſes certain of Succeſs, 

Greater his Conduct, nor his Courage leſs: 

Twas Neſtor told us all; he told us too 

The Arts that Dolon and the Thracian flew, 

Heedleſs and too forgetful as you were, 

In you Pm ſure *twas criminal to dare: 

When you but for one faithful Friend alone 

Dealt Fate to Squadtons, and provok'd your own; 
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inn 


How well your Wife and Infant left behind, 

How well your tender Paſſion fill'd your Mind | 
I fainted as I heard the dreadful Tale, 

Scarce your Succeſs could o'er my Fears prevail, 
But what's Succeſs, what's ruin'd Troy to me, 
Or all the ſavage Joys of Victory? 

If ſtill unbleſt 1 fink beneath my Pain, 

And never muſt enjoy my Lord again 

For other Wives deſtroy'd, to me ſtill ſtands 
The Wall erected by immortal Hands. 

Now plenteous Harveſts grow where Jium ſtood, 
The Soil well fatten'd with the Natives Blood. 
O'er ruin'd Palaces, that reach'd the Skies, 
Low Spires of Graſs and humble Shrubs ariſe. 
Still of the Conqu'ror's Abſence I complain, 
Nor know what diſtant Worlds my wandring 

Lord detain. 

ULTSSES I of ev'y Ship require, 

The Sailors with repeated Queſtions tire 

Hopeleſs and half. deſpairing yet I write; | 

The cruel Pow'rs, that envy me Delight, 6 

May bring at leaſt my Letters to your Sight, 

To Pylos, antient Neftor's fruitful Reign, 

And Sparta's injur'd Court I ſent in vain ; 

For nor from Sparta, nor from Pylos came, 

Ought ſave wild Rumors and uncertain Fame. 
Again I wiſh Troy's lofty 'Tow'rs might riſe, 
And curſe the thoughtleſs Vows that gain'd the 

Skies. 

War's Hazards then would be my only Care, 

And I in common with a thouſand fear: 

Now all the Dangers of the Land and Seas 

Are 2 to my Thoughts, and baniſh Eaſe : 

While 
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While you alas! perhaps with Pleaſure rove, 
And faithleſs nouriſh a forbidden Love ; 
Take ſome deluding Harlot to your Breaſt, 


And in her Arms with lawleſs Tranſports bleſt, 

Make my dull eaſy Conſtancy your Jeſt. 

Ye Pow'rs! avert the Thought I cannot bear, 

And give my vain Suſpicions to the Air. 

Whate'er may be the Reaſons of thy Stay, 

Oh! may'ſt thou never willingly delay ! 

Me to a ſecond Choice my Sire invites, 

Chides my Delays, and urges all his Rights. 

Still let him urge, my Love my Faith aſſures, 

I am, I muſt, I will be ever yours. 

Yet my warm Pray'rs the good old Monarch move, 

He views my Tears, and mourns my hapleſs Love. 

But a vile Train of thoughtleſs Youths proclaim 

With lawleſs Impudence a fawcy Flame. 

Hither from Zante and Samos they reſort, 

And revel unmoleſted in thy Court. 

Treaſures, the Purchaſe of thy Blood they ſeiſe, 

Thoſe Spoils Eurymachus, Piſander theſe, 

Antinous here with equal Rage poſleſt, 

There greedy Polybus, a conſtant Gueſt, 0 

Plunder around,. And need I name the reſt, 

Who in your abſence on our Vitals pray, 

And waſte in coſtly Luxury the Day. 

The Beggar Irus, a deteſted Name, 

And baſe Melanthus loſt, compleat thy Shame. 

'Gainſt theſe Inſults what Force can I employ 2 

What thy old Father, or thy tender Boy ? 

For his dear Life a thouſand Snares are laid, 

And certain Ruin aim'd at his unguarded Head. 
O 2 Preſerve 
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Preſerve him Heaven! and if we ne'er muſt join, 
Yet may he live to cloſe your Eyes and mine. 
In vain Laertes does his Pow'r oppoſe, 

Unfit for War againſt ſurrounding Foes, 
Telemachus will ſoon to Fame aſpire, 

| Now his ſoft Years a Parent's Aid require, 

Ob! thou, our only Hope and Refuge come, 
Diſpel our Dangers, and avert our Doom: 
Form the young Hero in the Arts of War, 

To rival thee, but with more Caution dare. 
Haſt, and relieye your Sire with Years oppreſt, 
Once more he longs to claſp you to his Brea, $ 
Then ſhake of tedious Life, and ſink to Reſt. J 
Oh ! haſte to me,——A little longer Stay 
Will ev'ry Grace, each fancy'd Charm decay ? 
Increaſing Cares, and Time's reſiſtleſs Rage, 
Will waſte my Bloom, and wither it to Age; 
Yet at thy Sight wild Joys and ſprightly Love 
Shall dyingYouth recall, and ev'ryCharm improve. 


S1X 
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L E I T E 


From Laura, giving an Account of her 
Brother's criminal Amour, and her own 
Paſſion for the Handſome Hermit. 


ABOULD your Importunity have 
prevailed with my Brother to have 
left me in London, you had been 
free from the Vexation that I ſhall 
certainly give you, by making you 
the Confident of all my Country Adventures; 

and I hope you will relieve my Chagrin, by tel- 
ling me what the dear, bewitching, buſy World, 
is doing, while I am idly ſauntering away my 
Time in rural Shades. How happy are you, my 
dear Aurelia! How I envy you the Enjoyment of 
Duſt, of Crowds and Noiſe, with all the polite 
Hurry of the Beau Monde. 


My 


rr KS 


My Brother brought me here to ſee a Country 
Seat he has lately purchaſed: He would fain per- 
ſuade me tis finely ſituated ; but I ſhould think 
it more ſinely ſituated in che Mall, or even in 
Cheapſide than here. Indeed I hardly know where 
we are, only that tis at a dreadful Diſtance from 
the Threatre Royal in Drury Lane, from the Ope- 
ra, from the Maſquerade, and every thing i in this 
World that is worth living for. 

I can ſcarce tell you whither to direct your 
Letters; we are certainly at the Ends of the 
Earth, on the Borders of the Continent, the Li- 
mits of the habitable Globe, under the Polar Star, 
among, wild People and Savages. I thought we 
ſhould never have come to the End of our Pil- 
grimage ; nor could I forbear asking my Brother, 
if we were to travel by dry Land to the Anti- 
podes ; not a Mile but ſeemed ten that carried me 
from London, the Centre of all my Joys, 

The Country is my Averſion, I hate Trees and 
Hedges, ſteep Hills, and ſilent Valleys: The Sa- 


tyriſt may laugh, but to me, 


& Green Fields, and ſhady Groves, and Cryſtal Springs, 
& And Larks, and Nightingales, are odious Things. 


J had rather hear London Cries, with the Rat- 
tle of Coaches, than ſit liſtening to the melan- 
choly Murmur of purling Brooks, or all the 
wild Muſick of the Woods; the Smell of Violets 
gives me the Hyſtericks; freſh Air murders me; 


my Conſtitution is not robuſt enough to bear it ; 
the 
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the cooling Zephyrs will fan me igto a CO 
if I ſtay here much longer. 

If theſe are the Seats of the Muſes, let . un 
envy'd enjoy their glittering Whimſies, and con- 
verſe with the viſionary Beings of their own form- 
ing. I have no Fancy for Dryades and Fairies, 
nor the leaſt Prejudice to Human Society; a meer 
earthly Beau, with an embroider'd Coat, ſuits 
my Taſte better than an aerial Lover with his 1 
ning Treſſes and Rainbow Wings. 

The ſober Twilight, which has employed fo 
many ſoft Deſcriptions, is with me a very dull 
Period ; nor does the Moon (on which the Poets 
dote) with all her ſtarry Train delight me half fo 
much as an Aſſembly-Room, illuminated with 
Wax-Candles: This is what I ſhould prefer to the 
glaring Sun in his meridian Splendor: Day-lighe 
makes me ſick; it has ſomething in it ſo common 
and vulgar, that it ſeems fitter for Peaſants to 
make Hay in, or Country Laſſes to ſpin by, than 
for the Uſe of People of Diſtinction. 

You pity me I know, dear Aurelia, in this 
deplorable State; the whole Creation is a blank 
to me, *tis all joyleſs and deſolate: In whatever 
gay Images the Muſes have dreſſed theſe ruſtick 
Abodes, I have not Penetration enough to diſ- 


cover them: Nor the flowery Field, nor ſpangled 
Sky, the roſy Morn, or balmy Evening, can re- 
create my thoughts: I am neither a religious nor 
poetical Enthuſiaſt ; and without either of theſe 
Qualifications, what ſhould I do in ſilent Retreats 
and penſive Shades. 


I find 
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I find myſelf little at eaſe in this Abſence of 
the noiſy Diverſions of the Town; *tis hard for 
me to keep up my Spirits in Leiſure and Retire- 
ment ; it makes me anxiouſly inquiſitive what will 
become of me when my Breath flies away : Death, 
that ghaſtly Phantom, perpetually intrudes on 
my Solitude, and in ſome doleful Knell from a 
neighbouring Steeple, often calls upon me to ru- 
minate on Coffins and Funerals, Graves, and gloo- | 
my Sepulchres: Theſe diſmal Subjects put me in 
the Vapours, and make me ſtart at my own Sha- 
dow; nor have I acquired any great Degree of 
Fortitude by turning Free-Thinker and unlearn- 


All that the Nurſe and all the Prieſt have taught. 
Mr. Pops. 


You have been too often of our 7 * not to 
know my Brother is a very Ihfidel: He has a 


fort of Vanity in making me a Proſelyte, and free- 
ing my Mind from thoſe Prejudices (as he calls 
thetn) and ſuperſtitious Notions, which govern a 
grear Part of the World ; but as he finds me a 
ietle unwilling to reſign my Immortality, he has 
furniſhed me with a Syſtem of Tranſmigration, 
and the eternal wandring of the Soul from one 
Species of Being to another. | 
However, I do not find myſelf a Gainet by 
renouncing my Creed, which allowed me to hope 
that after the Period of this mortal Life, I might 
be an Angel, or at leaſt equal to thoſe bright Eſ- 
ſences. | | 


I But 
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But by this fantaſtick Scheme, to which my 
Br6ther'is making me a Convert, my Pretenſions 
are ſunk; the. utmoſt I can expect, when I have 
ſhifted my preſent Exiſtence, is to grin in a Mon- 
key, or look demure in a broad-fac'd Oul, or to 
ſit a Chattering Magpye in a Buſh, tis a Chance 

among which of the Animal Race I am to be 
numbered, whether I ſhall mount the Air with 
the winged Inhabitants, or crawl on the. Earth 
among my Brother Reptiles, or graze in the Mea- 
dows with the Horned Tribe. Indeed I have no 
great Stomach to Graſs or Hay, and as little In- 
clination to fleep in a Den, or ſtretch my hairy 
Bulk on the dewy Plain: But 'tis yet uncertain; 
whether I ain to ſtalk, or fly, or ſwim; I am ſtill 
at a lofs, which of theſe various Clans to greet as 
my next Kindred. 
However, I am better pleaſld with being what 
Jam, than any thing elſe; I had rather be a ce- 
lebrated Toaſt, fluttering at a Ball among Beaus 
and pretty Fellows, than the moſt gaudy Butter- 
fly hovering with painted Wings over a Bed of 
Tulips: If this ſhould be my enſuing Fate, it will. 
be a mortifying Deſcent from a Godde( to an 
Inſect. 

And really there is Comentilag ſo gloomy and un- 
comfortable in theſe Proſpects of Futurity, that 
if I conſider them much longer, I ſhall turn Chri- 
ſtian again in Defiance of my Brother and a learn- 
ed Unbeliever his Companion, who are perpetu- 
ally ridiculing my Concern about a viſionary Heres 
after, as they Term it. 


Patt 11t. "I indeed 
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Indeed this would be the leaſt of my Cares, 
were I not extremely at Leiſure, but as Iam, tis im- 
poſſible for me to avoid being ſollicitous what Fate 
attends me, when I reſign this tranſitory Life, for 
I muſt certainly dye; I am mortal beyond Con- 
tradiction; this Truth fits heavy on my Soul; 
there is no flying its Evidence, nor does this Place 
afford any Amuſement to divert the gloomy Re- 
flection. If I ſhould turn Devotee, you would 
think it a more wonderful Metamorphoſis than a- 
ny I have nam'd: But in all Changes T am con- 
K 


LAURA. 


P. & I have a Secret to tell you concerning my 
Brother, which you ſhall know in my next Let- 
ter; for I am as impatient to diſcover it as you 
can be to hear it. 
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.dear Aurelia, to conceal any 5 
| from her, nor can it be an Injury to 
my Brother to truſt you with his 

Character, arid know him to be as great a Liber- 
tine in his Practice as his Principles. 

But in whatever Freedoms he has indulged 
himſelf, I muſt own he has always endeavoured 
to give me a juſt Senſe of Honour, and the De- 
corum due to my Sex ; while he has taken pains 
to free me from the Reſtraints of Religion, hie 
has left nothing unſaid on other Motives that 
might raiſe in me the tendereſt Concern for a 
clear Reputation: Which made me the more reſent 
his ſcandalous Conduct, when I found he had a 

Miſtreſs in his Houſe, whom he had ſent hither 
two or three Days before we came: knew not 
what to do, nor how to behave my ſelf in this 
FExigence, till 1 found the was rather an Object 
of Compaſſion than Reproach, and that ſhe came 
hither, nor to indulge an infamous Amour, but 
” i Ya 
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to ſhelter berſelf from Want and the Reſentment 
of her Relations. 

sbe told me the Story of her Misfortune, as 
well as the Diſtreſs and Confuſion the was in 
would permit; and asking me a thouſand Pardons, 
ingenuouſly owned ſhe had engaged my Brother 
to bring me with him, or not to follow her. 

I found her Education had been ſtrictly mo- 
deſt, and that ſhe was unacquainted with the vici- 
ous Part of the World. She is hardly Sixteen, 
her Name Charlotte, the only Child of a noted 
Citizen, who was utterly ruined in his Aﬀairs by 
' a crafty Few; from the Height of Credit, the 
unhappy Man found himſelf ſunk into Circum- 
ſtances of Diſgrace and Tndigence. 

This was a melancholy Turn to Charlotte, juſt | 
in the Vanity of youthful Expectations, to find 
herſelf, from the Affluence of Fortune ſo ſud- 
denly reduced to Poverty and Contempt. My Bro- 
ther (whom ſhe had ſometimes ſeen with her Fa. 
ther, but knew nothing of his Character) took this 
unfortunate Criſis to tempt her with rich Preſents 
and fair Promiſes, to leave her Friends, and re- 
tire to ſome private Lodgings he had got for her. 

In this Diſtraction of Affairs her Father being 
under an Arreſt, and all his Effects ſeiſed, ſhe 
was ſurpriſed into a Complyance with my Bro- 
ther's Propoſal ; nor did he give her Time to re- 
flect or conſult any of her Relations, who ſoon 
got Intelligence of this Diſhonaur, and ſent her 
a ſevere Prohibition to ſee their Faces no more. 

This cruel Meſſage, with the ſad Tidings of her 
Mother's Death that followed, and the full Evi- 

dence 
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dence that ſhe was deluded by my Brother 
with feigned Promiſſes of Marriage, bad al- 
= proved fatal to her Life; nor "could any , 
Argument allay her Sorrow, till her diſtreſſed 
Lover engaged never to ask any future Favour of 
her, but what the niceſt Virtue might grant: On 
this Condition ſhe conſented to go to his new 
Seat in the Country, for indeed the has no other 
Refuge, He has kept his Promiſe; ſhe Jodges 
in my Appartment, and is treated by him _— as 
much Decency as if ſhe was his Siſter. | 
1 never thought ſuch a Libertine would turn 
Platonick ; tis an unuſual Refinement, and I be, 
lieve the firſt Gallantry of thjs Kind he ever prac» 
tiſed ; bur he has an Eſteem, a Tenderneſs for 
her, of which by his diſſolute Manners 1 always 
fancied him uncapable. 
Her Behaviour is really modeſt, nor was there 
ever a more natural Impreſſion of Truth and In- 


nocence, than appears in her Face: Her too crey 


dulous Temper, and unexperienced Years, have be- 
trayed her into this State of Shame and Miſery, of 
which (though too late) ſhe ſeems exquiſitely ſen- 
ſible. Since I began this Letter, ſhe came into my 
Cloſet, and with a Flood of Tears begged me to 
contrive ſome Way to, free her from this dan- 
gerous Place. | 

« But whither (ſhe faid) can I fly? my Friends 
& will never receive me, nor have I the Confi- 
« dence to meet their Reproaches: My Crime 
« has ſent a tender Mother weeping to her 
&« Grave, it loads my Father's hoary Head with 

a heavier Weight of Sorrow than all his other 

«© Misfortunes. 


* 


wb er £9. 
« Misfortunes. Love was not my Excuſe, I am 
cc yet a Stranger to that Paſſion ; it was a Cow- 
« ardice, 'twas fear of Poverty, a criminal Diſ- 
& truft of celeſtial Providence: I ſhould have 
cc begged, I ſhould have ſtarved, rather than part- 
« ed with my Innocence on ſuch mercenary 
« Terms. However ſincere my Repentance is, 
ce jt can ſignify nothing, with regard to the 
cc World; the Scandal will never be obliterated ; 
« J muſt either face the publick Contempt, or 
« waſte my. Days in a joyleſs Obſcurity. Put 
« my Condition in the beſt Light; would this falſe 
&© Man, as he promiſed, marry me, what oppro- 
ce brious Language, what Terms of Infamy, muſt 
« J expect in his Intervals of Chagrin! Beſides 
« this, the Impiety of his Converſation terrifies 
« me; while I hear him make a Jeſt of thoſe 
c ſacred Subjects, for which I have been taught 
« the higheſt Veneration, I ſhould live happier 
d with a wild American.” 
I made her no Reply; the Reaſoning was too 
- ta admit a Contradiction; but this melancholy 
Inſtance makes me more than ever reſolved nat 
to ſurrender, nor even capitulate on any Terms 
vat thoſe of a Lawful Engliſh Wife. Adieu. 


Lauza. 


EET. 


* 
a 


Moral and Entertaining. 111 


3 | 900 of the — and have ac 
KF quired a Reliſh for its harmleſs De- 
lights: I can talk to an Echo, or 
liſten with great Attention to a purling Stream; 
I am in a fair Way to make Garlands, invoke 
the Muſes, and write Paſtorals. Since you heard 
laſt from me, I have met with an agreeable Ad- 
venture, that has given a Sort of romantick err 

to my Imagination. 

As I was taking my conſtant Diverſion: ** ri- 
ding on the Downs, the Evening being exceeding 
pleaſant, I wandered ſome Miles beyond my uſual 
Limits, till I came in ſight of a venerable , Pile 
of Building, which could be diftinguithed from a 
Church by nothing but the Want of a Steeple ; 
Every Thing about it had an Air of Grandeur 
and Antiquity, At ſome Diſtance from the 
Houſe, there was a thick Wood, with ſeveral 
fine Walks cut through it. 


I had 
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I had a great Inclination to ramble in thoſe 
aguecable Shades; and alighting, ordered my 
Foornttan to wait at the Place, where J left him. 
It was not long before I came to the Centre of 
the Foreſt, in which was a large Graſs-Plat of a 
circular Figure, with a double Row of high Elms 
growing in the ſame Form round it: In the mid- 
dle of the Green was a little Mount, that by eaſy 
Steps of Tuff had a winding Aſcent to the Top; 

where ſtood an Arbor of Jeſſamine, Woodbine, 
and Roſes, twiſted together with a Sort of ele- 
gant Diſorder ; the gaudy Bloſſoms pleaſed the 

Sight, while cheir mingled Sweets perfumed the 
ambient Air. On the lower Branches of the cir- 
cling Elms, hung ſeveral gik Cages, with a Vas 
riety of Singing-Birds in them; which were now. 
chanting their Evening Songs, while a muſical 
Flagelet in clear and ſhfill Reſponſes, anſwered 
from the delicious Arbor. 
1 began to think, there were indeed ſuch 
Things as enchanted” Foreſts and vocal Groves; 
or that the great Spirit of Nature was ſolacing it- 
ſelf in thoſe innocent Abodes: However, Female 
Curloſity led me on, till I came to the charming 
Bowet; where I found a well-dreffed beautiful 
Youth, of about Seventeen, fitting with a Flage- 
let in his Hand. His Complexion was a lively 
Brunette, that diſgraced the Lilly and the Roſes; 
his dark Hair fell in large and graceful Curls be- 
low his Neck; nothing could be more elegant 
than his Shape and Feature; nor was there any 
meeting the Splendor of his Eyes, without being 
ſenſible of every darting Glance. | 

I I made 
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I made ſome Apology for my Intruſion, which 
he anſwered with an eaſy natural Civility; not 
could I perceive, that my Preſence gave him the 
leaſt Surpriſe or Confuſion. He received me 
with perfect Compoſure, nor ſeemed to have any 
manner of Curioſity to know whence I came, or 
whither I was going, nor (to my great Mortifi- 
cation) did he ſo much as ask whether I was 4 
Mortal or a Goddeſs. 

It gave ine ſome Uneaſineſs, I confeſs, to find 
myſelf no more an Obje& of Surpriſe, to one 
who perhaps had never ſeen any Thing ſo fine in 
his Life; for I was in a very rich Habit, blazing 
with Scarlet and Gold. You cannot imagine 
how it humbled my Vanity, to obſerve with 
what Indolence and Tranquillity the young In- 
ſenſible look'd at me; and the more, becauſe he 
did not ſeem to want Wit or Politeneſs. I was 
extreamly vexed, that at Three and, twenty he 
ſhould treat me with as much Indifference and 
Reſpect, as if I had been his. Great Grand- 
mother. | 

This Sedateneſs gave the 4 Curioſity to pry in- 
to his Studies; for I ſaw two Books lie near th& 
Place where he fate: When I opened them, I 
found one was 4 Diſcourſe of the Government of the 
Paſſions ; the othet, a Treatiſe of the Immortality 
of the Soul. I had nothing to ſay on thoſe grave 
Subjects, but after ſome formal Diſcourſe of the 
fine Situation of the Place, I took my leave of 
it; the young Philoſopher attending me to the 
Limits of the Wood, where I left my Servant ; 

Part III. 2 and 
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and there we parted, without any ſceming Re- 
luctance on either Side. 


Eut I own I had a reſtleſs Curioſity to know 


the Hiſtory of this lovely Youth, and to whom 
the Houſe belonged ; nor was it long before I 
reccived Satisfaction from a Clergyman, that was 
riding the ſame Road with me. He ſaid, -The 


cc 
cc 


Manſion was Sir Harry Lizzard's, a Man of 
Merit, and well acquainted with the World, 
at which he was now unreaſonably diſguſted, 
and grown ſolitary on the Account of the 


Death of his eldeſt Son, to whom he had gi- 
ven a very liberal Education, and with a ge- 


nerous Allowance ſent him into Italy, where 
his Time was ſpent in the moſt diſſolute man- 
ner; being unhappily engaged with a lewd 


* Woman, in a Fit of Jealouſy ſhot himſelf 
* through the Head. This tragical Event made 


Sir Harry reſolve to 'give his younger Son a 


quite different Education: Indeed his Cha- 


racter is entirely the Reverſe of his elder Bro- 
ther's; he is remarkable for his early Piety, 
and great Proficiency in all Sorts of Learning, 
having a very polite and ingenious Perſon for 
his Tutor: But Philocles, that is the young 
Gentleman's Name, has too great an Allay 
of Gravity for his early Years, and is of ſo 
retired a Temper, - that he is known by the 


Title of The Handſome Hermit, as he is indeed 
very handſome. 


Here 
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Here the Clergyman left me, overjoyed with 
this Intelligence. As ſoon as I got Home, I re- 
lated my Adventure to Charlotte; who gave me 
but little Attention, being, as I told you, in the 
utmoſt Anxiety, at the manner of Life to which 


ſhe was confined. I am, 


Dear Aux ELIA, 
Moſt ſincerely Tonrs, &c. 


LAVIAA. 
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To AURA EIIA. 


INC E you received my laſt Let- 
ter, I have taken another Ramble 
in Sir Harry Lizzard's Foreſt: My 
TAO Brother knows nothing of this Ad- 
=o venture, and the firſt Afternoon 
that I found him engaged, I perſuaded Charlotte 
to go with me; who was glad of any Pretence 
to fly from her own Gallant, though ſhe expreſ- 
ſed but little Curioſity to ſee mine. 

At the Entrance of the Grove, we left the 
| Servants to wait with our Horſes, till we re- 
turned. In my firſt Viſit, I perceived by Ph; 
Jocles's Diſcourſe, that when the Evening wk 
fair, he conſtantly ſpent it in the charming 
Bower, where we now found him reading 
Dr. Youns's true Eſtimate of Human Life, with 
ſuch Attention, he did not immediately ſee us, 
and ſeemed ſurpriſed at the Encounter. | 

It diverted me, to find his Philoſophy diſcom- 
poſed; I began to flatter myſelf, it was the Ef- 
fect of my Charms: The Hopes of ſuch a Con- 
queſt delighted me more than all my paſt Victo- 


ries; it gave a ſudden Vivacity to my W | 
an 
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and reſolving by my Wit to ſecure the Conqueſt 
of my Eyes, I began with great Gaiety to rally 
him on his recluſe Manner of Life, and loſing 
his gayeſt Hours in a joyleſs Solitude. 

By this Time the young Stoick had aſſumed 
his natural Superiority, and inſtead of replying 
(as I expected) in a gallant and modeſt Strain, 
he talk'd to me of the Satisfactions of Virtue, 
the Tranquillity of the Mind in the Rectitude of 
its Paſfions ; Themes which from another Perſon 
would have compoſed me better than a Doſe of 
Laudanum : But here, 


« — = The grave Rebuke, 
& Severe in youthful Beauty, added Grace 
Invincible 


Like the 12 Angel in Milton : 


ä Abaſi4 I food, 
« And felt how awful Goodneſs is, and ſaw 
& Virtue bew lovely in ber Native Shape ! 


The Glory that darted from his Eyes, the a- 


reeable Accent, the moving Eloquence chat 
| Sas from thoſe roſy Lips, commanded my 
whole Attention ; had he preached a Sermon, [ 


could patiently have liſtened to the blooming 
Orator : 


4 From Morn to Noon, 
66 From Noon to dewy Eve, a Summer's Day, 
M1LTON. 
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And yet I could not forbear ſometimes laugh- 
ing at his Gravity, and begging he would put him- 
ſelf into Holy Orders: But he was not to be ral- 
lied out of his Sobriety, nor could I poſſibly draw 
from him that Flattery, by which till now I had 
been addreſſed. He ſcemed rather to have an 
Inclination to humble my Vanity. 

Charlotte the whole Time ſate in a penſive Si— 
| lence, while the Tears which ſhe ſtrove to con- 
ceal, would ſometimes drop from her Eycs. Phi- 
locles in every pauſe of Converſation ſurvey'd her 
with Looks that expreſſed great Humanity ; but 
I was in no Diſpoſition to be jealous of any thing 
I looked on ſo inferiour to my ſelf. | 

However, my Cancern to conceal this Affair 
from my Brother, made -me break off. the Con- 
verſation a little abruptly, that we might be at 
Home at the uſual Hour. As ſoon as ever we 
were got alone, I asked Charlotte, how ſhe liked 
the Haudſome Hermit. © Oh (ſaid, ſhe with a ten- 
ce der Emotion) that J had never ſeen him! Till 
ce now I was not ſenſible of the Injury this Bar- 
& barian your Brother has done me: He has cut 
« me off from all the lawful Joys of Life, from 
ec the Pleaſure of a reciprocal Affection for a Man 
t of Worth and Virtue. With my Innocence I 
ce loſt a Right to that Happineſs. What! am 1 
c a Proſtitute! a kept Miſtreſs! Your Brother's! 
&« O Infamy! Your Brother's Wh--e ! 

If you had not been that (ſaid I) Charlotte, 


you had been a Beggar. | 
« Oh envy'd Title (ſhe reply'd,) Oh glorious 
cc Poverty! Thou haſt been the Choice of Saints 
"06 and 
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and Heroes; Virtue has made thee her Sanctu- 
ary, her peaceful Retreat. I could have fed 


on wholſome Vegetables, quenched my Thirſt 


at ſome cryſtal Brook, indulged my harmleſs 
Slumbers on the verdant Turf, undiſturbed with 
guilty Fears. Pardon me (faid ſhe, recollect- 
ing herſelf) theſe paſſionate Sallies, I find my- 
ſelf more than ever undone, condemned to 
waſte my Hours in ſullen Obſcurity; in the 
Pride of Life, the Bloom of ſoft Defires, to 
languiſh in ſolitary Deſpair: My Conſcience 
will not ſuffer me to gratify an unlawful Paſſi- 
on, nor ſhould any Advantage (were my Guilt 
a Secret) perſuade me to impoſe on a Man of 
Worth. I have been true even to this Rake 
that has undone me, and fruſtrated all my 
Hopes of a lawful Happineſs.” 

That is, my Brother has ſpoiled your Marriage 


(ſaid I), but dear Charlotte, why ſhould that 
Thought afflict you, who intend to paſs your fu- 
ture Time in Penitence and Retirement? Has the 
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Handſome Hermit altered your pious Reſolutions ? 


« No (ſhe reply'd), he has rather confirm'd 
them; never had the Cauſe of Virtue a more 
reſiſtleſs Advocate; methinks I ſee the Beauty 


that lightened in his Face, I hear the charm- 


ing Accent ſtill : I felt the Energy of his Argu- 
ments; my Soul gave its full Aﬀent to the ce- 
leſtial Dictates; I wondered you could ſo of- 
ten interrupt the graceful Orator with your 
ill tim'd Rallery ; I could have liſtened to his 
Lecture of Morality, 'till the Midnight Dews 


& had fallen, till all the Stars had ſag” 


c Dear 
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6“ Dear Charlotte (ſaid I) forgive this Interrup- 
& tion; I find you are in Love: My Intention is 
& entirely fruſtrated of having your Picture 
4 drawn as the Fair Penitent, with a Lamp and 
& Prayer- Book before you. I perceive you de- 
& ſign yet to converſe among ſinful Mortals; Will 
& you go with me to morrow to hear another 
« Lecture from the charming Divine? 

« Rather (ſhe replied) let me retire to the ſi- 
& lent Grave, to conceal my Infamy ; I would 
&© not deceive him with an Air of Innocence 
& while I am conſcious of my own Diſhonour. 
« I know my ſelf ; this is the Criſis of my Mi- 
« ſery; nothing can obliterate this ſecret Senſe 
& of Shame; I may retire from the publick view, 
& as *tis my full Reſolution : But what is a Re- 
te ſolution at Sixteeh! without peculiar Aſſiſt- 
&. ance from Heaven, I ſhall never conquier the 
& Pictates of Love and Nature; In this Per- 
cc plexity, I muſt either marry ſome worthleſs 
& Wretch that knows my Infamy, or deceive 
« ſome Man of Merit, to whom *tis a Secret.” 

Here ſhe burſt into a Flood, intreating me to 
write to an Uncle ſhe had, to receive her into his 
Favour, and let her live privately in his Family. 
This I promiſed, nor deſpair of prevailing. My 
Concern for her makes me forget tis time to 
fubſctibe myſelf 


Tour Humble Servant, 
LAuAA. 
L E T- 
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LETTER v. 


of 1 
— — _ 4 * — 1 
ä —— 


ta. th. 


To the Same. 


JHARLOTTE, to her great Sa: 
ris faction, has this Morning left us; 
and is gone to her Uncle, who was 
D caſily perſuaded to receive her, af- 
er he was aſſured of the Sincerity 
of her Penitence: But I found it a harder Task 
to prevail with my Brother to reſign the Idol of 
his Aﬀections though he loſt nothing by her Ab- 
ſence, but the Pleaſure of gazing on her. 

I am in Pain, till you know the Sequel of my 
Adventure with Philocles ; who ſince I writ laſt; 
has ſeveral times by Appointment met me in the 
delicious Bower, but ſtill to my great Vexation 
he appeared inſenſible of any tender Impreſſion: 
I could diſcern nothing in his Converſation, but 
a pious Deſign to convert me to Chriſtianity, and 
convince me of the Polly of the new Scheme, to 
which my Brother had made me a Proſelyte. 

But the laſt Time we met, I obſerved a ſoft 
Confuſion in his Looks, till after a long Pauſe 
(which I had no mind to interrupt), I am got 

ing (ſaid he) to ſet my ſelf in a very ridicu- 
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lous Light to one of your Character; but I 
am content to paſs for an Enthuſiaſt, till the 
Event convinces you of the Truth of what I 
ſhall relate. 

« If a domeſtick Tradition may be credited, 
there has no Perſon died out of our Family, but 
what has had a Warning of their approaching 
Fate, by hearing Muſick paſſing through the 


Houſe in the dead Silence of the Night, which 


is heard by none but the Perſon concerned : 
My Mother and Siſter both foretold their own 
Death from this Preſage. I fee you ſmile (con- 
tinued Philocles), but I have had the ſame 
Warning, and am ſuperſtitious enough to cre- 
dit it. Laſt Night, ſome trifling Diſorder kept 
me waking; my Thoughts however were placid 
and ſerene, ſome Verſes I had heard my Siſter 
repeat in her laſtSickneſs, came freſh into my 
Memory ; | 


& Ji bile Night in ſolemn Triumph reigns, 


„ Aſcend my Soul the heavenly Plains; 


&« Thy Flight to thoſe gay Regions take, 
& Angels aud God are ſtill awake ; 


„ The ſmiling Stars will light thy Way 


« To the gladſome Realms of Day. 
Chile drowſy Men with idle Themes, 
& Fantaſtick Joys, and airy Dreams, 
&« Are entertain d; do thou converſe 
c With Heav'n, and heav'nly Strains rehearſe : 
„ Viſit the peaceful Climes above, 
« And through the Fields of Pleaſure rove ; 
« Forget 
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« Forget the Scenes of Care and Strife, 
& And walk among the Trees of Life ; 
& Taſte the rich Fruits of Paradiſe, 

C And bath in flowing Streams of Bliſs : 
& Shlal d in thoſe eternal Springs, 

& Loſe ev'ry Thought of mortal Things. 


“ Juſt as I had repeated theſe Verſes, I was 
& ſexenaded by an inviſible Muſician, with the 
<« ſweeteſt Strains that ever dilighted mortal Ears: 
& The harmonious Echo ſeemed to paſs from 
_ © Room to Room, till it came into my Cham- 
© ber, where after a ſhort Space it ſunk away 
in a gentle Cadence. 

© I knew my Obſequies were now ſung, and 
© heard the fatal Summons without Surpriſe ; 
© Death was a Theme familiar ta my Thaughts, 
as I neither expected or deſired to reach the 
% Decline of Life.” 

I liſtened to this Story as to a Fairy Tale, or 
a ſort of waking Dream; as gravely as he told ity 
I could not forbear laughing, 

This, Madam (faid he), is what I expected; 
„but it will not make me leſs ſerious on a Sub- 
& ject of ſuch Importance. You have often ral- 
lied me on a manner of Life fo unſuitable to 
« my Years; perhaps it may be more the Effect 
« of Reaſon than Inclination; my Brother's 
ce tragical End convinced me of the fatal Effects 
& of Love, and made me reſolve never to ad- 
cc mit that diſtracting Paſſion to my Breaſt; Bus 
% whatever Oppoſition I have made, my Heart 


< has not been inſenſible of your Charms, nor 
R 2 « with 


. 
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4 with all my Philoſophy, ſufficiently guardeff 
c againſt the Allurements of Love and ſoft De- 
te fire: Eyen now, when I find myſelf diſenga- 
« ged from every other Care, I have the utmoſt 
« Solicitude for your Happineſs; I am diſtreſſed 
« to leave you in this State of Infidelity ; for this 
& js the laſt Interview we ſhall have, unleſs I am 
c permitted to make you a Viſit from the immor- 
« tal Regions, in order to convince you, that 
the Hopes of Chriſtianity are no Deluſion.” 

« This Propoſal (ſaid I) charms me, there 
ce would be no reſiſting ſuch Evidence. I hope you 
c vyill prove a Ghoſt of Honour, and not fail the 
& Aſſignation, which on my fide ſhall be punctu- 
« ally kept, on condition you appear in open 
60 Day: light, and dreſſed in your celeſtial Finery : 
& with theſe Circumſtances I may venture to pro- 
„ miſe you, neither to run away, nor fall into 
« Fits. The Place of your Reception (though 
ce not perhaps ſuitable to your future Dignity), 
& ſhall be a painted Alcove, fronting a Walk ſha- 
« ded with Limes at the End of my Brother's 
Garden.“ 

The Gaiety (replyed Philocles) with which 
c you treat this Subject, perſuades me, you have 
* Courage enough to be as good as your Word; 
& which is the laſt and only Favour I have to ask. 
& I muſt now bid you farewell, and in the Re- 
« tirement of my Cloſet, prepare to make my 
« Exit, with a Fortitude becoming thoſe ſacred 
Principles, to which I have adhered.” 

Here with a tender Confuſion in his Looks, he 
er left the Place, and gave me Leiſure to 

reflect 
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reflect on the odd Converſation that had paſſed: 
But as viſionary as ſome part of it appears, I 
would fain believe the ſoft Confeſhon he made is 
no Fiction, for I find my ſelf exceſſively in Love; 
but this ſhall be a Secret to the young Enthuſiaſt, 
*till he has got over this Splenetick Fit, which, 
as whimſical as it appears, gives me a ſecret Un- 
eaſineſs: He has certainly infected me with ſome 
Religious Panicks; I have loſt my Taſte for eve- 
ry Kind of Diverſion ; Company is moleſting, 
and Solitude tireſome; Self. reflection diſtracts 
me; whether I look forward or backward, .. the 
Profpedt i is all Confuſion. But I ſhall expoſe my- 
ſelf, by owning theſe Weakneſſes to one of your 
Character. Adieu, Sc. 
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% AvxELIA. 


* H my Aurelia! I haye ſurpriſing 

H 15 Things to tell you! the lovely 
2 32 Philocles is dead; His Preſages 
ff ſeal were too certain: About a Week 
after our laſt Interview, I heard 
the 2 Tidings, that Sir Harry Lizzard 
had loſt his only Son by a ſudden Death. The 
charming Youth was impatient of Mortality, and 
is gone to converſe with his Kindred Angels. 

You will wonder to hear me treat thoſe Subjects 
ſeriouſly, which I have till now ridiculed ; tis a 
Change that I my ſelf can hardly Credit; I ne- 
ver imagined my Inclinations were fo tenderly en- 

ed, nor that any Kind of Adverſity could have 

made ſuch an Alteration on my Temper. | 

After the firſt Emotions of Grief were over, I 
recollected the Appointment we had made, but 
rather wiſhed than believed ſuch an Interview poſ- 
ſible ; however, my Mind was prepared for Con- 
viction, I began to reaſon with Cato, 


* — 


1 


> 
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66 if there's a Pow'r Above, 
e He a delight in Virtue, 
& And that which be delights i in muſt be happy. 


IT found myſelf now intereſted in the Truths 
of Chriſtianity ; the firm Belief of a Life ever- 
laſting, would in this Exigence have been my 

greateſt Conſolation; my Hopes and Fears pre- 
Lale by Intervals, and kept me in the moſt tor- 
menting Suſpence, while I waited for the deci- 
ſive Hour: As ſoon as it came, without any Con- 
ſternation I attended at the appointed Place. 

It was a charming Retreat, where Art and lux- 
urious Nature diſplayed their various Beauties; 
the Evening was ſtill, the Sun in golden Splen- 
dor deſcending to the Weſtern Skies, glittered 
through the Trees: Every thing looked gay, new 
Life and Beauty appeared on all the vernal Pro- 
ſpect; the Plants put on a freſher Green, the Flow- 
ers diſplay'd a brighter Hue, and diffuſed ambro- 
ſial Fragrancy : Nature ſeemed animated with a 
conſcious Joy, as gladen'd at the Approach of 
ſome Heavenly Power. 

An unuſual Alacrity inſpired my Thoughts, 
and ſoothed my Soul with a ſecret Delight ; while 
a ſoft melodious Sound, riſing by juſt Degrees, 
filled the Region round with tranſporting. Har- 


mony. 


In the Height of theſe agreeable Agitations, as 
the roſy Morning breaks from a Cloud, the charm- 
ing Pbilocles ſtood apparent before me: There was 

ſomething 


* 
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ſomething in his Aſpect ſo ſerene and beneficent, 
ſuch a Sweetneſs and Affability, that baniſhed 
every Thought of Fear, and filled my Breaſt with 
divine Tranqillity ; ineffable Pleaſure ſparkled in 
his Eyes; Youth in eternal Triumph ſat on his 
Brow, and painted his Face with a roſy Bloom ; 
His Temples were circled with a Wreath of ce- 
leftial Roſes, which were mingled among his 

flowing Hair, with a ſort of ornamental Negli- 
ce. | 
After a ſhort Pauſe, he began with a Voice 
that would have allayed the Anguiſh of Death; 
and charmed the wildeſt Diſcord into calm At- 
tention; every Accent breathed celeſtial Love 
and Harmony, while he deſcribed the Bowers of 
Bliſs, the ſoft Receſſes and Manſions of immor- 
tal Pleaſure. | 
But tis impoſſible for me to paint the beautiful 
Ideas, or imitate the Emphaſis of his Language; 
the Powers of Eloquence fat on his Tongue, and 
commanded all the Motions of my Soul, which 
at that bliſsful Period ſeemed enlarged in its ſu- 
perior Faculties; every Word was penetrating and 
fignificant, his manner perfectly graceful and tranſ- 
porting; In his Deſcriptions I ſaw the Glories, I 
felt the Joys of Immortality. But in the midſt of 
my Attention to the ſparkling Orator, I could not 
help obſerving, that he often caſt his Eye on the 
Shadow of a Dial, which was placed on the 'Top 
bf a little Marble Pedeſtal, on which with a be- 
coming Geſture he leaned with his Right Hand. 
1 fancied his Time was limited; for at the laſt 
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Glance I ſaw him caſt on the Dial, he vaniſhed, 
and with him all my Joys. 

This momentary View of celeſtial Beauty has 
obſcured all earthly Glory : Never will the Sun 
diſcloſe a Scene of Pleaſure to my Sight ; the Va- 
nities which lately amuſed me, have loſt their 
Charms; my Thoughts are fixed on ſuperior Ob- 
jects, a divine and immortal Ardor inſpires my 
Soul, and determines all its Motions: With the 
Evidence I now have of a future Exiſtence, my 
Notions of Happineſs are refined and enlarged, 
my Hopes bright and unlimited. 

Adieu, my dear Aurelia, I am not without 
Hopes, that this Relation will have the ſame Ef- 
fect on your Practice, as the heavenly Viſion has 
on that of, | 


MaAbDA u, Tour moſt humble Servant, 


Laura 
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BOOKS juft Publiſhed for T. Worrall, at 
Judge Coke Head, over againſt St. Dun- 
ſtan / Church in Flect-ſtreet. | 


1. 0RIENDSHIP in Death, in twenty 
LETTERS from the Dead to the Living; 
to which are added LETTERS Moral and En- 
tertaining, in Proſe aud Verſe : By the ſame Au- 
thor. Price 6s. Bound all together. N. B. In 
theſe Letters, the ſubject Matter throughout is 
new and amuſing; the Sentiments are refined and 
pure, and the Expreſſion apt and Elegant; in 
Mort the utmoſt Decency is every where preſer- 
ved: So that no Book can be fitter for the Peru- 
ſal of young People at our Boarding-Schools, to 
teach them a polite, eaſy and expreſſive Style; to 
guard them againſt the polluted Writings of the 
Age; to form their Minds aright, and give them 
a juſt and amiable Idea of Morality and Virtue. 
2. The HOUSEKEEPER's Pocket Book, and 
compleat FAMILY COOK: Containing above 
Three hundred curious and uncommon Receipts 
in Cookery, Paſtry, Preſerving, Pickling, Can- 
dying and Collaring ; with plain and eaſy Inſtruc- 
tions for preparing and dreſſing every thing ſuita- 
ble for an elegant Entertainment, from two Diſhes, 
to Five or Ten, Cc. and Directions for placing 
them in their proper Order. Concluding with 
many Excellent Preſcriptions of ſingular Efficacy, 
in moſt Diſtempers incident to the Human Body : 
And to the whole is prefixed ſuch a copious 
and uſeful Bill of Fare of all Manner of Provi- 
fions in ſeaſon for every Month of the Year; that 
no Perſon need be at a loſs to provide an agree- 
_ able Variety of Diſhes. By Mrs. Sarah Harriſon, 
of Devonſhire. Price 25. 64. Bound. 
3. The APPRENTICE' faithful Monitor, 
DireCting him in the ſeveral Branches of his Duty 
| to 
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Tuſt Printed for T. Worrall. 
to GOD, his'Maſter and himſelf; And ſhewin 
the fatal Conſequences of his Neglect thereof; 
with regard both. to his Temporal and Eternal Hap- 
pineſs: Digeſted under proper Heads, with 
Prayers particularly adapted to his Station in Life. 
Compos'd by a Divine of the Church of 1 

now 


for the Inſtruction of his own Childen; 
made publick for the good of others. | 


Wherewith ſpall a young Man cleanſe his Way # 
By taking heed thereto, according to thy Word; 
| Pſalm cxix. v. . 
Price 1 f. 64. a ſingle Book, or 15 s. per Dozen 
bound. c a 
4. The COURT Regiſter, and State/mar's Re- 
membrancer: Containing a Series of all the great 
Officers, Prime Miniſters of State, Cc. viz. 
High Stewards, Archbiſhops and Biſhops, Lords 
Chancellors, Lords Keepers and Commiſſioners of 
the Great Seal, Lords Preſident of the Council, 
Lords Treaſurers aud Commiſhoners of the Trea- 
fury, Knights of the Garter, Principal Secretaries 
of State, Lord Chief Juſtices, and other Judges 
of the ſeveral Courts at Veftminfter; Maſters of 
the Rolls, Serjeants at Law, Attornies and So- 
licitors General, &c. Maſters in Chancery, Re- 
corders of LONDON, Sc. from the Reſtaura- 
tion of King CHARLES the Second, to this 
preſent Year. b . with the Commiſſioners 
for — the ſeveral Branches of the Crown 
Revenues, from their firſt Appointment : And 
alſo ſome Account of the Inſtitution, Nature 
Buſineſs of the ſeveral Offices, "RO 
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5. Advice from a MOTHER to her SON 
and DAUGHTER : Written originally in Frenchy 
by the Marchioneſs de Lambert; and juſt din; 
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| with great Approbation at Paris. Done into Eng- 
4 li by a Gentleman. Price 2's. bound in Calf. 
* 6. Twelve SER MONS preach'd on the fol- 
, lowing Subjects and Occaſions: Namely, 1. On 
the Eternity of future Puniſhments. 2. The 
» Reſurrection of the ſame Body. 3. Ihe Ex- 
cellency and Efficacy of Works of Charity, 4. Be- 
fore the Sons of the Clergy ; from 1 Cor. xviii. 13. 
5. On good Works. 6. On the Omniſcience of 
God. 7. On the Plague which raged in France, 
1720. 8. On the Temporal 'Advantages of Reli- 
gion. 9. On the Martyrdom of King Charles the 
" Firſt. 10. On Murder. 11. On Chriſtian Con- 
verſation. 12. On the Omnipreſence of God. 
By the Rev. and Learned WILLIAM LUP- 
OM D. D. late Prebendary of Durham, and 
[ Preacher to the Honourable Society of Lincoln's 
Inn: To which is prefix'd the Author's Effigies, 
| finely Engraven by Mr. Vertuc. Price 5 5. 
| 7. The ADVENTURES of ABDALLA; + 


Son of wy ; ſent by the Sultan of the Indies, to 
make a Diſcovery of the Iſland of BORICO: 
Intermix'd with ſeveral curious and inſtructive 
Hiſtories. Tranſlated into French from an Ara- 
bick Manuſcript found at Batavia; with Notes ex- 
plaining ſuch Paſſages as relate to the Religion, 
Cuſtoms, c. of the Indiays and Mabometans. 
y Mr. De Sandiſſon. Done into Engliſh by I il- 
| liam Hatchet, Gent. Adorn'd with eight Cuts, cu- 
| riouſly Engraven; the ſecond Edition, 8v0. Price 
s. 64. TR 

. The WORKS Gf SHAKESPEAR, in ſe- 
yen Volumes $829: Collated with the oldeſt Co- 
| pies, and Corrected with NOTES Explanatory 
| and Critical. By Mr. THEOBALD. Price 
| 1 J. 155. 
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